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'YJotes and 'fdomment 
B y 
San Francisco 
A s these lines are written, the results of the San Francisco 
conference are still so tentative, 
and so many issues are still await-
ing a final decision, that we hesi-
tate to express ourselves on the 
subject with any degree of final-
ity. On the credit side of the 
ledger, it assuredly is heartening to 
realize that at least a beginning 
has been made in the matter of 
international cooperation. The 
fact that representatives of almost 
fifty nations have voluntarily as-
sembled for the express purpose 
of maintaining the peace of the 
world, and that they have ac-
knowledged thereby their prefer-
ence for arbitration rather than 
armaments in settling interna-
tional disputes is indeed a hope-
ful development. As long as men 
and nations can iron out their 
differences around a conference 
1 
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table, bloodshed will be avoided. 
At the same time, we cannot re-
gard the San Francisco conference 
as the beginning of the millen-
nium. The actions and the atti-
tudes of many of the conferees 
leave entirely too much to be de-
sired. Power politics is still far 
too much in evidence. Russia can-
not expect to gain the confidence 
of the western world by her in-
transigent attitude. We see no rea-
son for the exclusion of such gen-
uinely peace-loving nations as 
Sweden, Switzerland, and Portu-
gal. The veto formula seems to us 
to be patently absurd, and a fatal 
defect in the entire peace struc-
ture. It appears that the organiza-
tion will be able to prevent wars 
among the small nations, but it 
would seem to be less effective in 
eliminating wars among the great 
nations. 
We did not expect perfection at 
-
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San Francisco. But we did expect 
a reasonably effective and work-
able charter for the maintenance 
of world peace for at least several 
generations. Are we to be disap-
pointed? If the statesmen at San 
Francisco fail us now, they may 
never have another chance. 
Harry S. Truman 
SUFFICIENT time has now elapsed since the sudden and dramatic 
elevation of Harry S. Truman to 
the presidency to allow us to form 
some judgments as to the charac-
ter and competence of our new 
chief executive. To put it tersely: 
So far, so good. 
Seldom, if ever, in our national 
history has any man entered the 
White House under greater handi-
caps or in the face of more stag-
gering difficulties than did Mr. 
Truman. Catapulted from com-
parative obscurity into the most 
influential position within the 
gift of men, stepping into the 
place of a leader who had been 
at once the most colorful and the 
most powerful of any American 
president, possessing none of the 
attributes which are popularly as-
sociated with "greatness," Harry 
Truman might well have felt that 
history would consign him to the 
category of such presidential fail-
ures as Grant and Harding. 
On the contrary, however, Pres-
ident Truman, during his first 
two months in office, has captured 
both the esteem and the confi-
dence of virtually the entire na-
tion. He has put an end to per-
sonal government and has signi-
fied his eagerness to work with, 
rather than to dominate, the Con-
gress. He has moved boldly to 
eliminate the waste and confusion 
of war-time bureaucracy and to 
restore both sanity and efficiency 
to our complex administrative 
machinery. He has demonstrated 
his ability to pick good men as his 
associates. He has shown his de-
sire for national unity by consult-
ing Republican as well as Demo-
cratic leaders. He has steered a 
safe middle course between the 
reactionaries and the radicals. 
Meanwhile, the American people 
watch-and approve. Perhaps 
never before-except in the fate-
ful days ·of December, 1941-has 
our nation been more united. 
But something else should be 
said about our new president. 
Mr. Truman is a typical "aver-
age American." He has all the 
steady, simple qualities that con-
stitute the best in the American 
character. He comes from the geo-
graphical center of the country; 
he springs from pioneer stock; his 
blood may not be "blue," but it 
is thoroughly American. He came 
up the "hard way" -but he 
reached the top. An "average 
man" can be president! 
I 1 
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And so, Mr. Truman in the 
White House serves as a living 
proof of the genius of the Ameri-
can spirit. Our nation is greater 
than even the greatest of its sons. 
Men may die, but America lives 
on. We pray that President Tru-
man may show her how to be wor-
thy of her heritage. 
Economy-in National 
Expenditures 
ONE of the factors that had helped to bring about a gen-
eral confidence in President Tru-
man among our people is his 
plan to introduce economies in 
national expenditures. Our peo-
ple have viewed with much ap-
prehension the meteoric rise of 
the national debt. Not because 
they were not willing or ready to 
spend huge sums in the war effort, 
but because they suspected a lack 
of circumspection in the war 
spending. There is a general feel-
ing that much money could have 
been saved without harming or 
hindering the war effort in the 
least. For this reason it was with 
an almost audible sigh of satis-
faction that the nation recently 
read the White House announce-
ment: "The a c t i v i t i e s of all 
agencies will be continually re-
viewed to achieve economies 
where they will not interfere with 
the prosecution of the war." At 
long last! Mr. Truman may be 
certain that he will have the bulk 
of the people behind him in this 
move, and also that the people 
will look to him for strict adher-
ence to this policy. 
Is Russia Playing Ball? 
E VER since V-E Day, and for a long time before V-E Day, 
the Soviet Union has been pursu-
ing a policy based largely on 
suspicion and self-interest. The 
U.S.S.R. seems determined to get 
exactly what it wants in spite of 
the world-organization drafted at 
Dumbarton Oaks and at the San 
Francisco Conference. There is ev-
ery reason to conclude that the 
Kremlin will take unilateral ac-
tion whenever it sees fit to do so 
and that it will work in harmony 
with other nations only when, for 
reasons of its own, it chooses to 
be convinced that such a proce-
dure will suit its own concealed 
or unconcealed purposes. 
Josef Stalin is a cagey man; but 
is he wise? Can he blame anyone 
for suspecting that in the Baltic 
States and in some of the Balkan 
countries he is resorting to prac-, 
tices which do not differ to any 
marked extent from what Hitler, 
in the heyday of his power, did in 
the lands which he succeeded in 
bringing under the Nazi yoke? It 
is evident that Stalin does not be-
4 The CRESSET 
Iieve in freedom of expression and 
that he is afraid of freedom of vot-
ing. Even his much-heralded de-
cision to grant some measure of 
freedom of worship seems, on 
close scrutiny, to be based wholly 
and solely on expediency; for Sta-
lin knows well enough how to 
make a virtue of necessity, just as, 
according to an old saying, the 
devil will stoop to eating flies 
whenever, in his opinion, a need 
for indulging in such a diet has 
arisen. 
Marshal Stalin is infected with 
the virus of a disease which. makes 
its way inexorably into the blood 
of any dictator. His regime is 
founded on mistrust of his own 
countrymen as well as on mistrust 
of other lands. He does not per-
mit foreigners to move about free-
ly in the domain of the U.S.S.R. 
Even before the war he objected 
vigorously and, as a rule, with ex-
traordinary effectiveness, to free-
dom of expression on the part of 
the press representatives sent to 
the Soviet Union from other coun-
tries. News has always been scarce 
in the U.S.S.R. It is even scarcer 
today. The strong arm of Soviet 
censorship reaches out even into 
those lands which the mighty 
homeland of communism has 
taken into its maw by unilateral 
action pure and simple. Does any-
one outside the inner circles of 
the Kremlin know what is hap-
pening in the Baltic States and 
in many portions of the Balkans? 
Is anyone who is not intimately 
associated with the policies for-
mulated in Moscow aware of what 
is actually taking place in Poland? 
The U.S.S.R. wants peace just 
as the other big and little coun-
tries of the United Nations want 
peace; but Stalin's isolationism, 
based as it is on suspicion and 
out-and-out self-interest, is not 
conducive to genuine harmony. 
No world-organization can be suc-
cessful if the nations that have a 
part in it show such a deplorable 
lack of sportsmanship and sound 
statesmanship as has been evident 
· all too frequently in the tactics of 
the Soviet Union. We must bear 
in mind that the task of dealing 
properly, wisely, and firmly with 
a crushed Germany will be far 
more onerous than the herculean 
task of defeating Germany ever 
was. The virulent bacilli which 
led to Hitlerian arrogance and 
aggression cannot be destroyed or 
rendered harmless if any nation, 
no matter how great its contribu-
tions to the glory of V-E Day, re-
fuses to human beings the in-
alienable right of genuine free-
dom. 
Germany and the Underground 
D URING the past weeks a num-ber of commentators have 
noted the absence of a German 
I / 
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underground and from that tried 
to prove the complete depravity 
of the German people as a whole. 
Their purpose was to advocate a 
' "hard peace." (They prefer that 
word to "just.") Their thesis: 
The German people without ex· 
ception are as perverted and in-
human as the most fanatical 
Nazi.s have proven to be. They 
point to France, to Holland, Bel-
gium, Norway, Poland, Czecho-
slovakia, Italy. All these had their 
underground, providing a core 
of resistance. Where was Ger-
many's? 
But they forget that never in 
political history has any nation 
been so completely dominated by 
a political philosophy of force and 
fear as were the Germans under 
the Nazis. Their control was so 
gradual, so far-reaching, so com-
plete, that it had fastened itself 
upon the people before they knew 
what had really happened. And 
then the Gestapo and the party 
members saw to it that no organ-
ized resistance could be main-
tained. 
A great many other factors 
must be considered before the 
picture is complete. There is the 
undeniable injustice of the Ver-
sailles Treaty; the failure of the 
Weimar Republic and its causes; 
the diabolical ingenuity of the 
Nazi system, which made such 
cunning use of every quirk in the 
Teutonic mind and environment; 
the thoroughness with which the 
party leaders concentrated chiefly 
upon just that generation in 
which their military strength lay; 
the weakness of the State Church, 
moribund and flabby, after the 
dilution of the Prussian Union 
and the inroads of rationalism. 
These were all contributing 
causes. 
Take into account the well-
known German passion for thor-
oughness and organization. Con-
sider the size of the Reich and 
the density of the population. Do 
not overlook the industrial and 
scientific genius for which Ger-
many was recognized. Remember 
that all these were concentrated 
upon one object through the lead-
ership of the Nazis, who with 
ruthless hand cut down every 
sprout of opposition. When you 
regard the thoroughness of their 
domination and the completeness 
of their control, where could an 
underground begin within Ger-
many? There were voices raised 
in other lands and lifted timidly, 
for the arm of retribution was 
long and no country until the very 
outbreak of war defied the sin-
ister power that ruled the Reich. 
Russia is also a totalitarian 
power. Its domination is just as 
complete; its power just as ruth-
less. Had Russia been as small, as 
compact, as well-developed in-
dustrially and scientifically, the 
same thing might have happened 
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there in a generation. Lacking 
these, it takes a little longer. But 
unless Russian communism is very 
greatly modified, it will also hap-
pen there. But even today one 
might ask, "Where is the Russian 
underground? Where is the voice 
of freedom and democracy, of the 
rights of man and the equality of 
humanity in Russia?" You will 
look a long while .before finding 
it. The OGPU will see to that. 
No, it is false reasoning and 
hasty judgment and woeful short-
sightedness that would attempt to 
condemn the German people in 
toto upon such flimsy grounds. 
Under Fire 
A s might well be expected in times of crisis, almost all in-
stitutions are objects of criticism 
today. The American college is 
no exception. Planning boards, 
committees, and commissions are 
all busily engaged in evaluating 
the present college curriculum in 
the light of post-war needs; and 
it seems to be the consensus of 
opinion that drastic changes are 
necessary in the offerings of most 
college departments. 
The basic source of all this 
questioning is easily found. Serv-
ice men and women, viewing life 
in varied places and living a life 
very much different from that of 
pre-war days, a r e demanding 
change. Perhaps they place too 
much emphasis on education for 
practical pursuits; but they realize, 
better than do we in our ivory 
towers, that too much that is 
offered in our higher institutions 
is superfluous, that too much does 
not prepare one for anything, 
even the "good life," that our uni-
versities and their faculties live 
too much in the past, not enough 
in the future. 
Certainly, not everything that 
is given in our present courses 
should be scrapped. But our ed-
ucators must decide upon that 
material which offers values that 
are absolute and real. Tradition-
ally conservative, those in charge 
of American education must come 
out of their caves of darkness to 
see the light which somewhere 
must be shining. 
Peace Postulates 
T HE end of the European War has brought to the front anew 
proposals for an enduring peace. 
Among them we also have those 
prepared by a number of psychol-
ogists from some of our leading 
universities and approved by a 
convention of the American Psy-
chological Association. They are 
set forth in the following ten 
points: 
1. War can be avoided. War is not 
born in men; it is built in men. 
I 
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2. In planning for permanent 
peace, the coming generation should 
be the primary focus of attention. 
3· Racial, national and group ha-
treds can, to a considerable degree, 
be controlled. 
4· Condescension toward "inferior" 
groups destroys our chances for a last-
ing peace. 
5· Liberated and enemy peoples 
must participate in planning their 
own destiny. 
6. The confusion of defeated peo-
ples will call for clarity and consist-
ency in the application of rewards 
and punishments. 
7· If properly administered, relief 
and rehabilitation can lead to self-
reliance and cooperation; if improp-
erly, to resentment and hatred. 
8. The root desires of the common 
people of all lands are the safest 
guide to framing a peace. 
g. The trend of human relation· 
ships is toward ever wider units of 
collective security. 
10. Commitments now may pre-
vent postwar apathy and reaction. 
These points are interesting. 
Some are true, others are only 
partly so, because they do not 
state the whole case. Take point 
one: "War can be avoided." Sup-
pose we grant that it can be under 
given conditions. That is not the 
real question. The real question 
is, will war be avoided? We frank-
ly have our doubts on that score. 
Considering the past history of 
our race and knowing our human 
proneness to evil, we may be par-
doned for our skepticism. At that 
we seem to have on our side many 
prominent world leaders of today. 
At the conference in San Fran-
cisco there has been evident an 
extreme caution in expressing any 
predictions as to the establish-
, ment of a peace that will endure 
more than a quarter century. It 
seems that two world wars within 
a generation have made us less 
Utopian and more realistic in re-
gard to this question. We all hope 
for a permanent peace, yet deep 
down in our hearts we do not be-
lieve that this hope will be real-
ized. 
ti 
Good Litde Man 
E RNIE PYLE is dead. This was the bulletin flashed around 
the world on April 17 while all 
peoples were just recovering from 
the shock of another great tragedy. 
To the mud-spattered G.I. in 
Italy, to the seaman aft on a bat-
tleship in the Pacific, to the gun-
ners riding in steel in the air and 
steel on the ground the death of 
this great journalist was a blow 
indeed. For it was this man who 
had reported the war in terms of 
the men fighting the war. Pyle 
saw the horror of battle through 
the eyes of the common fighting 
man, the boy from Brooklyn, the 
boy from the crossroads in Kan-
sas. 
In Pyle's death the American 
u 
8 The CRESSET 
newspapers lost one of the most 
reliable, most conscientious inter-
preters of the battles on land and 
sea. But his death brings with it 
a realization-a realization of just 
how valuable is the work of these 
unsung heroes of World War II, 
our foreign correspondents. Too, 
the loss makes us realize that these 
men and the combat troops work 
side by side. In this war our re-
porters are in the front lines, 
armed with only pencil or port-
able typewriter. They experience 
all the hardships of the ordinary 
fighting man; they are strafed and 
bombed-all without the means of 
fighting back. 
Ernie Pyle, in death, is the sym-
bol of these writers of ours who 
go through the hell of war so that 
we in America can be the best in-
formed people on earth. We lost 
Ernie Pyle. We shall lose many 
others. But they would p.robably 
want it that way if suffering and 
hardship and death are necessary 
that the news may go through. 
Progressive Education 
RECENTLY we were faced with the unpleasant task of inform-
ing a student that he had failed 
in algebra. We further informed 
him that he must either repeat the 
course, or study during the sum-
mer in preparation for a make-up 
examination in the fall, or obtain 
credit by taking algebra during 
the summer in his local high 
school. 
He chose the last of these three 
evils, and in the following Septem-
ber he presented a report card 
from his local high school-where 
the virus of progressive education 
had been particularly active-
which credited him with one unit 
in algebra. Closer examination of 
the boy's report card considerably 
lessened our rejoicing over his 
summer work. The card listed a 
dozen desirable goals which the 
boy was supposed to achieve, or 
at least approximate, while he was 
exposed to algebra. Under the 
goals of Respect for the Rights of 
Others, Responsibility to Obliga-
tions, Willingness to Accept Sug-
gestions, and Participation in 
Class Activities the teacher ha9 in-
dicated that our student had rated 
a P; he was progressing. How-
ever, in regard to Achievement in 
Subject Matter and Application 
of Knowledge he was rated N; 
he needed improvement. And yet 
he had received a unit of credit 
in algebra. His report card was 
documentary evidence of his abil-
ity to enter upon and to explore 
the fields of plane and solid geom-
etry, advanced algebra, and the 
mathematical aspects of high 
school physics. 
When we failed him we knew 
he had a high respect for the 
ri~hts of others, that even in his 
I 
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adolescent state he felt the re-
sponsibilities which were his, that 
any suggestion aimed at his im-
provement was willingly and gra-
ciously accepted. At that time we 
also knew that his knowledge of 
algebra was wholly inadequate. 
Further experience with the boy 
showed us that a summer spent 
in a progressive school did not 
make for progress in his knowl-
edge of a1gebra. 
Hutchins and Barth 
AMID the welter of hysterical and hate-filled voices which 
are dinning in our ears from every 
side these days, it is heartening in-
deed to hear words of sanity and 
moderation from two leaders of 
thought who represent the highest 
expression of twentieth century 
Christian culture. Dr. Robert 
Maynard Hutchins, dynamic pres-
ident of the University of Chica-
go, arose in Rockefeller Chapel on 
V-E Day to utter some courageous 
words-words that might well be 
heeded by our nation's political 
and military leaders, and by the 
rank-and-file of our citizenry, as 
well. Said President Hutchins: 
We now come to the real test of 
our professed ideals, for the sake of 
which we .claimed to enter the war. 
... We are now on the verge of for-
getting history, and forgetting com-
mon sense as well, for common sense 
tells us that if we do not intend to 
kill off all the Germans and Japanese 
in the world, and if we do not intend 
to rule them as slaves by military 
force till the end of time, we must 
treat them with justice and, if pos-
sible, with mercy. Otherwise we lay 
here and now the foundations of the 
next war .. . . 
The peace of the world depends 
upon the restoration of the German 
and Japanese people. The wildest 
atrocity stories cannot alter the sim-
ple truths that all men are human, 
that no men are beasts, that all 
men are the children of God, that 
no men are irrevocably damned 
by God, and that all men are by 
nature members of the human com-
munity .... Every educated person 
knows enough about human nature 
to know that war is brutalizing and 
that propaganda should be received 
with skepticism .... The misbehavior 
of an individual man . . . does not 
permit us to forget that he is a man 
or to treat him as a brute, or to act 
like brutes ourselves. 
At abqut the same time, Dr. 
Karl Barth, the famous Swiss the-
ologian, sounded an earnest warn-
ing against indiscriminate punish-
ment of the German people, as re-
ported by Religious News Service. 
While condemning the crimes of 
the Nazis, Dr. Barth declared: 
"We warn all serious people 
against the illusion of justifying 
oneself by blind hatred, condem-
nation, and retaliation. We de-
clare there can be no question of 
punishing the German people en 
-
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bloc, but only of making them 
responsible for preventing a re-
newal of the old order." 
Dr. Barth then closed on this 
eminently Christian note, which 
might well serve as an antidote to 
the venomous effusions of Messrs. 
McNutt, Winchell, Rex Stout, 
et al.: 
Man is inherently evil. The sick-
ness, whose last frightful symptoms 
have been manifested in Germany, is 
not a German sickness only, but has 
roots in the hardness of heart which 
is found in all people. Apart from the 
Christian faith there is no real, radi-
cal help for this hardness of heart-
and not the German people only have 
been in many ways untrue to the 
faith. 
The Future of the Family 
T HERE are those who view with alarm the effects which mod-
ern cultural changes have had on 
the family. Comparing the family 
of today with that of yesterday 
gives them a rather pessimistic 
view and many are ready to join 
the prophets of gloom who pre-
dict that the family is doomed. 
While it is true that the mod-
ern family shows the marks left 
by the sweeping social current, it 
is still securely anchored in o~r 
culture as our basic social institu-
tion. Despite marked deviation 
from socially approved standards, 
society still recognizes the family 
as the only legitimate agency for 
procreation and frowns upon sex 
expression outside of it. Despite 
the amazing development of for-
mal education on all levels, the 
family is still regarded as the basic 
institution for training children 
and our most effective agency for 
~he transmission of our culture 
from generation to generation. 
The gloom as to the future of the 
family may also be dispelled when 
we consider that the percentage 
of married people has increased, 
which shows that more people 
find the family an attractive insti-
tution. 
Margaret Mead (Harpers, April, 
1945) calls the family a very tough 
institution, one which has sur-
vived the ravaging cultural 
changes through the ages. She 
does not regard the family the 
subject of worry and concern, but 
raises the question: "What about 
the people who live in families 
who were reared to expect one 
kind of condition within which to 
work out their relationships to 
each other and are now faced with 
another?" She defends the thesis 
that institutions are made for 
men, and not men for institutions. 
She believes that trouble is not to 
be found with the family, but 
with the people who refuse to ad-
just that institution to our chang-
ing social environment. 
While we are not ready to join 
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gloom, we cannot agree with the 
view that social change must have 
undisputed right of way and so-
cial institutions must be rebuilt 
along the new blazed trail. His-
tory has proven that man's basic 
needs remain unchanged and that 
while methods of satisfying them 
have deviated from the original 
patterns, the fundamental institu-
tions for the satisfaction of man's 
needs have remained firm and 
staple. Efforts to make a basic so-
cial institution, such as the fami-
ly, conform to changing social 
standards of conduct seem to be 
as futile as attempts to change 
man's basic needs. 
The family is a divinely estab-
lished institution. As such it 
should serve as a stabilizing force 
in social life rather than become 
the victim of changes which all 
too often tend to weaken the mor-
al fiber of human society and dis-
rupt the social structure. 
"The Little People" 
W E have been hearing a great deal in recent times about 
the "little people." A certain great 
statesman was noted above all for 
his pre-eminent concern for the 
"little people." Politicos beat 
their breasts 'as they present them-
selves to spell-bound audiences as 
champions of the "little people." 
Conferences are convened to pass 
high-sounding resolutions safe-
guarding the rights of the "little 
people." Editorials, reeking with 
maudlin sentimentality, are writ-
ten in praise of Senator X or Sec-
retary Y, who have distinguished 
themselves as friends of the "little 
people." 
But who are these "little peo-
ple" over whom so many croco-
dile tears are being shed? We ven-
ture to guess that if the readers of 
THE CRESSET were asked if they 
consider themselves as belong-
ing to the "little people," nine 
out of ten would respond with an 
indignant "No!" 
We find the term "little peo-
ple" altogether obnoxious. It is a 
correlate of the "great man" myth 
which is so repugnant to our cher-
ished American traditions, but 
which has gained such great au-
thority in many parts of the world 
since World War !-with dire con-
sequences, indeed. "Little people" 
is a patronizing term, a term of 
condescension. It conveys an af-
front to our dignity as free-born 
Americans, who are not subject to 
any overlord or master, but who 
hold within our own grasp the 
reins of democratic government. 
The "little people" concept is an 
outgrowth of the paternalistic 
type of government which has 
sprung up in many parts of the 
world-including, to an unfortu-
nate degree, our own United 
States. 
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"Little people"? That term 
might be appropriate in the dic-
tator-ridden countries of the 
earth. But it does poor honor in-
deed to free American citizens. 
Put Yourself in His Place 
H E had to leave his home and his job; after being shifted 
from camp to camp he was trans-
ported to foreign battlefronts; his 
were the jungle ordeals, the fox-
hole experiences, and the horrors 
of battle. Finally, there came for 
him the hoped-for and prayed-for 
order of his discharge, the day of 
embarkation from a foreign shore, 
the voyage homeward, the glimpse 
of his native land, the journey 
across the mountains and plains, 
and the arrival at home in the 
midst of his loved ones. 
Now what? He is looked upon 
as one who must be rehabilitated; 
he is regarded as a person to be 
readjusted. To what? To the life 
and conditions which he left 
when he went into service. He is 
considered a psychological prob-
lem. He must not be reminded of 
his past, and no questions must 
be asked about his experiences 
while away from home. He is to 
be pampered and babied. He won-
ders why. He cannot understand. 
He is disappointed. 
That is, we fear, the reaction of 
the returning veteran if we re-
ceive him with the idea that he is 
out of harmony with the life and 
environment to which he has re-
turned and, therefore, must be re-
habilitated. That seems poor psy-
chology and the sooner we realize 
it, the better. While there will be 
some psychological cases among 
our veterans, the rank and file of 
them are just as normal human 
beings as they were when they left 
us. We should treat them as such 
and disregard much of the prattle 
about their rehabilitation which 
unfortunately has found its way 
into print. The average service 
man wants to step back into the 
place which he left; he wants to 
return to his job and to the circle 
of his friends and acquaintances 
and be treated as he was before. 
Let us not impress him as though 
we are different and need re-
adjustment. 
Shall We Doff Our Hats? 
T HE type of thinking among church leaders that invites 
only disrespect on the part of re-
sponsible Christian people is well 
illustrated by a report adopted by 
the Toronto and Kingston Synod 
of the Presbyterian Church in 
Canada, as relayed by Religious 
News Service. Incredible as it may 
seem, this is what the Canadian 
Presbyterians had to say, in part, 
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Russia's amazing achievements in 
the war have astounded the nations 
and have proved that there is within 
communism a spiritual as well as a 
material power .... There is no deny-
ing the fact that the social ideals of 
communism bear striking resem-
blance to the social emphasis of the 
Christian Gospel. . . . If Russia . . . 
has succeeded in removing forever 
the idle men from the market-place, 
then we should discover her secret. 
If she has established justice between 
man and man; given cake to none 
and bread to all; applied the teach-
ing of J esus' parable of the rich man 
and Lazarus more realistically than 
professedly Christian nations, then let 
us take off our hats to her. 
This expression, to put the 
most charitable construction upon 
it, betrays an astonishing naivete 
on the part of the Canadian 
churchmen-that, and an appall-
ing ignorance of the true nature 
of both communism and Chris-
tianity. What "spiritual" power 
resides in a system which even its 
staunchest advocates will admit is 
materialistic to its very core and 
which brutally derides everything 
"spiritual" in the accepted Chris-
tian sense of the term? 
The social ideals of commun-
ism can be said to "bear striking 
resemblance to the social empha-
sis of the Christian Gospel" in 
only the most superficial manner, 
for the motivating forces behind 
the two philosophies of life are as 
far apart as the poles. 
Russia, to be sure, has "re-
moved idle men from the market 
place." But at what cost! At the 
cost of individual liberty and of 
the basic human rights that Amer-
icans have come to regard as in-
alienable. By espousing a totali-
tarianism which is as complete 
and ruthless as any the world has 
ever seen, to quote the late Presi-
dent Roosevelt. That is the "se-
cret" which the Canadian church-
men bid the western democracies 
to "discover." 
Has Russia "established justice 
between man and man"? What 
would the exiles in Siberian con-
centration camps say to that? 
What would the sixteen Polish 
democratic leaders whose guaran-
tees of safe-conduct were violated 
by the Soviets say to it? 
Has Russia "given cake to none 
and bread to all"? What about the 
three million kulaks who were sys-
tematically liquidated by the 
great famine of the mid-thirties? 
What about the Lutheran pastors 
in the Baltic states, now occupied 
by Russia, who have been denied 
all ration privileges by the Soviet 
authorities and who have been 
fleeing to Finland to escape star-
vation? 
This is the system of govern-
ment, the philosophy of life, to 
which these Christian leaders of 
Canada would have us "take off 
our hats." 
The PILGRIM 
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
BY 0. P. KRETZ M ANN 
Letter from the Dead 
A FEW weeks ago I saw a letter written by a soldier to his 
parents .... A part of it read: "I 
am writing this letter to you just 
before going into action at dawn. 
... I am about to take part in 
the biggest battle that has yet been 
fought in Europe .... My idea in 
writing this is in case I am one 
of the 'costs' and get killed .... 
I do not expect to be, but such 
things have happened and are al-
ways possible . . .. To be killed 
means nothing to me; it is only 
you who suffer, you who really 
pay the cost .... I have been look-
ing at the stars and thinking what 
an immense distance they are 
away .. . . What an insignificant 
thing the loss of, say, fort'y years 
of life is compared with them .... 
Try not to worry about me and 
remember that we shall meet 
again quite soon .... This letter 
is only going to be mailed if ... " 
The letter was mailed . ... The 
writer was one of the "costs" of 
war ... 
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I shall attempt to finish that let-
ter, not only for him but for all 
of the men who have fought and 
died in order that we might live. 
... It will not be as good a letter 
as they themselves could write, 
but I should like to speak for 
them through the veil which 
separates time from eternity: 
"We who have died sympathize 
with you who live. . . . There 
is no sense of separation in our 
hearts and no loneliness in our 
souls ... . We know now that all 
the mourning over death is on 
one side of the valley .... We 
wait for you, but it is not the 
waiting of absence and pain; it is 
the sure, quiet waiting of those 
who know that you will come and 
that you will not be late .... 
"And yet .. . . Before we meet 
again there are a few things we 
should like to say to you .... We 
would like to think that you will 
now listen to us as you have never 
listened before. . . . That our 
graves have given us a measure of 
authority and power which we, 
I 
I 
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who were young, did not have in 
life .... 
"We would ask you not to for-
get us .... We know that time 
can heal many wounds and we 
believe that it should. . . . Our 
memory should not be sorrow for-
ever. ... But we do want to be 
remembered as your sons and 
friends and husbands and com-
panions and brothers who died in 
the hope that your remaining 
days on earth might be a little 
happier, a little more quiet, a lit-
tle nearer to the ways which God 
desires for His children in all the 
earth .... We died that you might 
have peace .... Not only the 
peace which is the absence of 
bloodshed and war, but the 
greater peace of good will toward 
all men. . . . The deeper peace 
which can come only when men, 
somehow and some time, bow 
their knees before Him Who 
brought into the world the peace 
that passes all understanding .... 
The higher peace that enfolds 
forever those who hear the voice 
of God and obey .... We were 
not always conscious of that when 
we lived, but it was there. . . . 
Deep down. . . . The conscious-
ness that God has His purposes 
with us and that they are good 
and holy and blessed .... Now 
we know that as we know nothing 
else .... 
"We ask you to make your 
memory of us a glowing act of 
rededication to the tasks which re-
main undone. . . . That you will 
devote your days and your years 
to the bringing of a little more 
justice and honor and mercy into 
the world .... For this we died. 
. . . Our death will be a mockery 
if you will not remember. . . . 
Tell our country, our nation, that 
a land is not great because of the 
abundance of things it possesses. 
. . . That great wealth does not 
make a great nation. . . . That 
great armies and navies, guns and 
airplanes do not make it great. 
. . . These are not the things for 
which we died .... We died .for 
the things of the heart and soul-
for freedom, for charity, for peace, 
for justice .... If you forget these, 
you forget us ... . 
"But if you remember, we shall 
sleep in peace in the far and 
lonely earth of distant lands .... 
We shall know that there are 
great horizons and huge dawns 
before you because we died. . . . 
That you will follow us into im-
mortality by placing your mortal-
ity at the feet of God, and country, 
and fellowmen. . . . 
"And finally ... We ask you to 
look again to your faith in God 
and in Christ. ... Look in order 
to know more about its lifting 
and holding power .... Not only 
to comfort you when you remem-
ber that we are no longer with 
you, but to strengthen you in all 
the years to come. . . . We came 
- - -
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to the gates of death as unknown 
soldiers, but in one moment we 
found that we were known to 
God .... Known from all eternity 
and to all eternity through Him 
Who once also died here in order 
that we might live forever .... 
Our souls are in His hands and 
no sorrow shall touch us any 
more . ... Unknown to the world 
yet known in heaven .... A few 
days ago, before we left you for a 
little while, we read some lines 
written by a soldier during the 
first World War .... It asked the 
question which must be in the 
minds of many men and women 
in the world tonight: 
The stars are shining bright above 
the camps 
The bugle-calls float skyward faintly 
clear 
Over the hills the mistveiled motor 
lamps 
Dwindle and disappear. 
The notes of Taps arise and blend 
With the low murmurous hum from 
tree and sod 
And swell into that question at the 
end 
They ask each night of God-
Whether the dead within the burial 
ground 
Will ever overthrow their crosses grey 
And rise triumphant from each 
mound 
To greet the dawning day? 
"The answer to that question, 
we now know, is 'Yes!'" 
Book of the Month 
APASSING note on one of the most remarkable achieve-
ments in the history of publish-
ing .... On the morning of April 
24, 1945, exactly twelve days after 
the death of Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt, a memorial volume 
came to my desk. . . . I imagine 
that this is the fastest printing 
and publishing job that the world 
has ever seen .... The little vol-
ume, published by Pocketbooks, 
includes a fascinating description 
of the first news of his death, a 
series of editorials, a brief biog-
raphy, President Truman's procla-
mation of mourning, excerpts of 
the speeches of the late President 
and a number of eloquent trib-
utes. . . . The final estimate of 
this complex and puzzling world 
figure has not yet been made. . .. 
There can be no doubt, however, 
both among his friends and his 
enemies, that for many years he 
will loom large on the horizon of 
world history .... 
Several passages from his 
speeches and addresses deserve to 
live. . . . For example, the elo-
quent closing paragraphs of his 
Annual M essage to Congress on 
january 3, 1940: 
Doctrines which set group against 
group, faith against faith, race against 
race, class against class, fanning the 
fires of hatred in men too despondent, 
too desperate to think for themselves, 
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on which dictators could rise to 
power. And once in power they could 
saddle their tyrannies on whole na-
tions, saddle them on weaker neigh-
bors. 
This is the danger to which we in 
America must begin to be more alert. 
For the apologists for foreign aggres-
sors, and equally those selfish and 
partisan groups at home who wrap 
themselves in a false mantle of Amer-
icanism to promote their own eco-" 
nomic, financial or political advan-
tage, are now trying European tricks 
upon us, seeking to muddy the str~am 
of our national thinking, weaken-
ing us in the face of danger, by try-
ing to set our own people to fighting 
among themselves. Such tactics are 
what have helped to plunge Europe 
into war. We must combat them, as 
we would the plague, if American 
integrity and security are to be pre-
served. We cannot afford to face the 
future as a disunited people. 
We must as a united people keep 
ablaze on this continent the flames 
of human liberty, of reason, of de-
mocracy, and of fair play as living 
things to be preserved for the better 
world that is to come. 
A few lines from the unde-
livered address which was in man-
uscript on the day of his death: 
The mere conquest of our enemies 
is not enough. 
We must go on to do all in our 
power to conquer the doubts and the 
fears, the ignorance and the greed, 
which made this horror possible. 
Thomas Jefferson, himself a distin-
guished scientist, once spoke of the 
"brotherly spirit of science, which 
unites into one family all its votaries 
of whatever grade, and however wide-
ly dispersed throughout the different 
quarters of the globe." 
Today, science has brought all the 
different quarters of the globe so close 
together that it is impossible to iso-
late them one from another. 
Today we are faced with the pre-
eminent fact that, if civilization is to 
survive, we must cultivate the science 
of human relationships-the abi~ity 
of all peoples, of all kinds, to live 
together and work together in the 
same world, at peace. 
Let me assure you that my hand is 
the steadier for the work that is to 
be done, that I move more firmly 
into the task, knowing that you-mil-
lions and millions of you-are joined 
with me in the resolve to make this 
work endure. 
The work, my friends, is peace, 
more than an end of this war-an 
end to the beginnings of all wars, yes, 
an end, forever, to this impractical, 
unrealistic settlement of the differ-
ences between governments by the 
mass killing of peoples. 
Today as we move against the ter-
rible scourge of war-as we go for-
ward toward the greatest contribution 
that any generation of human beings 
can make in this world-the contribu-
tion of lasting peace, I ask you to 
keep up your faith. 
George W. Norris 
1f CAN still see him as he sat in 
ll the corner of my living room, a 
sad-eyed, stooped old man whose 
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shoulders seemed to be bowed not 
only by the weight of years, but 
also by the burden of the world. 
... For forty years he had served 
in the Senate of the United States. 
... A simple, honest, fearless man 
who served his nation and his 
people well. . . . 
I remember that I asked him 
one night what he thought about 
conditions in the world . ... His 
sad eyes turned to me: "I really 
do not know. Sometimes I wake 
up in the middle of the night in 
my little house out in McCook, 
Nebraska, and I can't go to sleep 
again .. . . I remember all the mil-
lions of people who are without 
food and shelter, I think of all the 
pain and death in the world; then 
I get so restless that there is no 
further chance for sleep. . . . I 
really do not know what will 
happen to us .... There seems to 
be so much stupidity and folly 
and hate in the world that it over-
whelms me .. . . " This was the 
measure of the man. . . . A re-
markable sensitivity to the hurt 
of the world. . . . 
I am reminded of him by the 
posthumous publication of his 
autobiography Fighting Liberal. 
... A great story of a great figure. 
. .. Here are fifty years of Ameri-
can political history in brief re-
view. . . . The filibusters, the 
cloak-room alliances, the men who 
thought one way and voted an-
other, the parliamentary contro-
versies, the struggles behind the 
scenes . .. . It is a book singularly 
free of malice and bitterness . . . . 
By and large it is also an encour-
aging picture of democracy in ac-
tion. . . . It demonstrates that 
there are many good men in the 
Congress of the United States, 
honest, earnest, intelligent. . . . 
Like all groups of men, Congress 
has also its clowns and mounte-
banks, but on the whole the 
American people choose their rep-
resentatives well. . . . 
Early in his career Senator Nor-
ris came to the conclusion that 
power, both electric and water, 
should belong in the public do-
main .... It was a deep, lifelong 
conviction beginning with the 
fight with Retch Hetchy: 
"The snows of winter wrap the 
peaks of the Sierras gently in a 
deep white blanket or, in howling 
gales, fill the deep canyons with ice 
and snow. And then spring fol-
lows, and spring's warm sun, and 
snow water happily courses down 
the mountain side, gathering in 
tiny creeks which rush rapidly to 
the river, seeking the sea. 
"Men may build dams to pile 
those waters back in lakes, avert-
ing floods and providing cities 
with water and light." 
The most dramatic scene in his 
entire life came when he with five 
others voted against the declara-
tion of war on Germany in 1917. 
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pages in the entire volume he de-
scribes his feelings at that mo-
ment: 
The mounting temper of my col-
leagues in the Senate and the reac-
tion that came from the crowd in the 
galleries warned me that I had ven-
t~red very near to the border of pub-
he resentment and indignation, But 
I was powerless, had I desired, to 
stop the flow of words coming from 
my heart. 
. "I know that I am powerless to stop 
1t. ... I feel that we are committing 
a sin against humanity and against 
our countrymen. I would like to say 
to this war god: 'You shall not coin 
into gold the lifeblood of my breth-
ren!' ... I feel we are about to put 
the dollar sign upon the American 
flag." 
In this connection he states his 
creed concerning representation 
of the people in a legislative body: 
The war resolution, perhaps, more 
than any other issue upon which ' I 
voted during all the years in Con-
gress, raised the issue of what should 
be the attitude of a member of Con-
gress. Should he always follow what 
he believed to be the majority senti-
ment of his district, or should he obey 
his own conscience even when, in 
doi~g so, it a_ppeared he was voting 
agamst the wtshes of a majority of 
his constituents? 
I have thought conscience was the 
guide. 
Otherwise, a member of Congress 
giving weight to expressed public sen-
timent becomes only an automatic 
machine. If that is the line of duty 
of a member, then Congress requires 
no patriotism, no education, and no 
courage. All a member has to do, if 
he does follow that which he believes 
to be the will of his constituency at 
all times, is to attempt to take such 
action as will bring him the most 
votes in the next election. 
In the end, the only worth-while 
pay in congressional service is that 
which comes from a satisfied con-
science in the knowledge that you 
have _done your duty as God gives 
you light, regardless of the effect it 
may have upon political fortunes. 
A great and good man. . . . As 
he himself writes: "So long as 
there are men, there will be 
knights to lift their swords and 
press their shields against the 
enemies' corruption and evil. This 
is my faith in America." 
~--------------·..--- --------------·~----------------------------
A tribute to the memory of a great man .. 
Indiana Immortal 
By W. G. PoLAcK 
T HE visitor who today comes to the thriving, bustling city of 
Evansville, Indiana, nestled 
around a huge crescent bend of 
the Ohio River, will meet the 
name of Benjamin Bosse in many 
places, even though the man has 
been dead for more than a score 
of years. When he opens the 
morning paper, the Evansville 
Courier) he will read underneath 
the editorial-page masthead the 
motto: "When everybody boosts, 
everybody wins.-Benjamin Bos-
se." If the visitor is interested in 
sports, he will be directed to Bosse 
Field Stadium, where, in season, 
baseba1l, football, and other ath-
letic events are scheduled. If he 
settles down in the ·city with his 
family, he will perhaps move into 
the fine residence section sur-
rounding Bosse High School, an-
other stately memorial to this 
man. If he is interested in the 
city's beauty spots, he will have 
occasion to see Evansville College, 
which Benjamin Bosse helped to 
establish; the Coliseum, a brass-
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plate inside its outer doors bear-
ing his name in token of the lead-
ing part which he played in its 
erection; and the beautiful Lu-
theran Cemetery in which stands 
the tall monolith that marks Ben-
jamin Bosse's grave. If the visitor 
is a business man he will per-
haps do business with the Globe-
Bosse-World Furniture Company; 
founded by him in the early years 
of his career, besides meeting men 
in the business and political life 
of the city who will at once be-
come voluble at the mention oJ 
his name. In short, the visitor can-
not help becoming conscious of 
the fact that this man had an un-
usually important role in the 
building of one of the large com-
munities in our great Middle 
West. 
The natural question is, who 
was Benjamin Bosse? 
Self-made Man 
BENJAMIN BossE was born on Nov. 1, 1874, near Hornville, 
.in Scott Township, Indiana, about 
' 
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a dozen miles north of Evansville, 
one of a family of eight sons and 
three daughters. He received his 
elementary schooling in the Lu-
theran parochial school at Horn-
ville, which amounted to less than 
the equivalent of six grades today. 
He left his father's farm at four-
teen, came to Evansville, where 
an older brother had a grocery 
store, in which young Ben clerked 
at $10.00 and board per month. 
At night he attended business col-
lege. He stayed with his brother 
until he became convinced that 
the grocery business did not have 
enough of a future for him. He 
had saved some money and decid-
ed to go into the furniture man-
ufacturing business. With three 
companions he organized the 
Globe Furniture Company, each 
of them investing $4ooo in the en-
terprise. 
From this modest beginning 
until his death twenty-three years 
later his rise in the industrial, 
financial, and political world was 
phenomenal. At the time of his 
death, shortly after he turned for-
ty-seven, his furniture company 
was a million dollar concern; be-
sides, he was president of ten oth-
er companies and was directly and 
actively interested in at least eight 
other establishments in the com-
munity. He was president and 
chief stockholder of a bank, he 
was owner of the city's leading 
newspaper, the Evansville Cour-
ier} he had served two four-year 
terms as mayor of Evansville and 
was in the fourth month of his 
third term, he was chairman of 
the Democratic Party in Indiana 
and was slated to be his party's 
gubernatorial candidate at the 
next election. In church work, at 
the time of his death, he was a 
leading member of Trinity Lu-
theran Church and chairman of 
the cemetery board, charter mem-
ber of the national Lutheran Lay-
men's League, lay-member of the 
Board of Directors of his Synod; 
he had served as chairman of the 
Lutheran Laymen's League En-
dowment Fund campaign, the ob-
jective of which was to raise $2,-
soo,ooo for the support of super-
annuated pastors, parochial school 
teachers, and their widows; a'nd . 
as a member of the Board of Di-
rectors of his Synod he had given 
the weight of his influence to the 
purchase of die De M un tract, 
west of Forest Park, St. Louis, for 
the location of the new Concordia 
Seminary, the largest Protestant 
seminary in our country. As a 
proof of the regard in which Ben-
jamin Bosse was held by his 
Church, we need only mention 
that at his funeral the entire 
Board of Directors of the Synod 
was present to pay its respects to 
his memory. 
However, this simple array of 
vital statistics is not sufficient to 
give us the full measure of the 
- ------- -----
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man or to evaluate his career. We 
shall try to do this by citing a few 
incidents from his life, some of 
them generally known among his 
friends and associates, some of 
them known only to his wife and 
to the writer, who was. his pastor 
for eight years. Re was very close 
to his pastor, even though the lat-
ter was a much younger man. 
Very often, late at night, after a 
hard day he would stop at the 
parsonage, pick up his pastor and 
drive to his home, where they 
would sit down in the breakfast-
nook and chat, while Mrs. Bosse 
served kalter A ufschnitt. Some-
times momentous decisions were 
reached at that breakfast-nook-ta-
ble, not because the young pastor 
contributed much, but because he 
was a good listener, and Ben Bosse 
thus had an opportunity to clarify 
his own ideas by uttering them 
aloud, knowing that his listener 
was not only sympathetic, but 
would not betray his confidence. 
Builder of Men 
T HE formal education which Benjamin Bosse received was 
indeed relatively meager; but he 
was naturally greatly endowed and 
he developed his gifts in an un-
usual degree, using them not only 
to amass a fortune but also to serve 
God and man. One of the secrets 
of pis political success was his in-
terest in his fellowmen. He was 
charitable, not only in the sense 
of giving money to individuals or 
to charitable organizations, but in 
the constructive sense of helping 
men to help themselves. "Ben 
Bosse gave me a job when I was 
down and out." "Ben Bosse made 
a man of me by giving me help 
and encouragement when I was 
at the end of my rope." These 
were remarks that we often heard 
in our contacts with the citizenry 
of Evansville. Ben Bosse never for-
got for a moment that there was a 
time when he too had li ttle of 
this world's goods and had to 
work long hours in the sweat of 
his face to earn his sustenance. 
He was a builder of men. In 
achieving prominence and fame 
for himself he did not do so at 
the expense of others, but he rath-
er promoted his own interests by 
helping others and with kindly re-
gard for their welfare. Through-
out the community, at the time of 
his death, there were dozens of 
men who owed their success and 
much of their prosperity to the 
fact that Benjamin Bosse inter-
ested himself in them and gave 
them their chance in life. They 
were living monuments to his 
faith and guiding hand supple-
mented by their own efforts and 
divine blessing. 
He was a devoted member of 
his church and was never too busy 
to work for it. In spite of the in-
creasing demands on his time and 
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sponsibilities grew, he was a regu-
lar church-goer. When away from 
home, he attended church serv-
ices where he was. He was un-
usually well indoctrinated, and 
although the little country paro-
chial school which he attended as 
a child had not given him much 
in the way of training in secular 
subjects it had given him a sound 
foundation for his faith, a benefit 
which he gratefully acknowledged 
throughout life and on account of 
which he was always a staunch 
supporter of that church institu-
tion, even though he had no chil-
dren of his own. As he had no 
sons to give to the ministry of the 
Church, he assisted other men's 
sons to become ministers of the 
Gospel. There are leading men 
among his Church's clergy today 
who owe a debt of gratitude to 
this man who supported them 
through college and seminary. 
Very few people outside of his 
wife and pastor ever found out 
about his benefactions in this re-
spect. 
Native Orator 
AFURTHER reason for his out-standing rise in influence in 
Church as well as in politics was 
his ability as a speaker. Those 
who had the ptivilege of hearing 
him will not forget his dynamic 
force on the rostrum and his un-
canny ability to present his sub-
ject in choice language and in a 
clear and logical manner. Few 
people knew the dogged persist-
ence through years of practice to 
which he subjected himself in or-
der to excel in this field. Though 
American-born, his people were 
of south-German extraction, and 
his boyhood English, such as it 
was, was colored with a rich Ger-
man brogue. When he made his 
first political campaign it was for 
the office of alderman. This re-
quired some speech-making be-
fore neighborhood groups. He ar-
ranged to have some of his friends 
present and to listen to his 
speeches critically and to take 
notes of all grammatical errors 
and mispronunciation. Later in 
the evening he would check with 
them and then, into the small 
hours of the morning he would 
practice repeating words and 
phrases and exact pronunciations 
and correct grammatical construc-
tions until they were indelibly im-
pressed on his mind and until he 
had accustomed tongue and lips 
to the proper formation of vow-
els and consonants. Remember-
ing this humble beginning, un-
der great natural handicaps, one 
would hardly expect him to have 
become what he did-a truly great 
orator. 
Dr. Francis Pieper, late presi-
dent of Concordia Seminary, re-
lated an incident to the writer to 
illustrate Benjamin Bosse's ability 
as a speaker. It was sometime be-
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fore 1920 that Dr. Pieper and Mr. 
Bosse were scheduled to speak be-
fore a large church-gathering in 
Kansas. During Mr. Bosse's deliv-
ery of his address-delivered of 
course in English-he sensed that 
at least for a large portion of his 
audience, the older people, his 
message was not "going over," be-
cause of their German back-
ground. So without more ado, as 
soon as he had finished, he re-
peated the entire address in a flu-
ent, idiomatic German. "I would 
not have dared to attempt that 
myself, on the spur of the mo-
ment," commented Dr. Pieper, 
who had a rather fine reputation 
as a public speaker himself. 
An example of his great oratori-
cal prowess that is unforgettable 
in our own memory, is one that 
took place during the Victory 
Loan Campaign at the end of 
World War I. Benjamin Bosse 
was chairman of the campaign 
in our congressional district. On 
the last day, when the campaign 
reached its climax, he had to ad-
dress audiences in all the key 
cities and towns of the district, 
and then in the evening he was to 
be the principal speaker in the 
Evansville Coliseum, a building 
with a seating capacity of about 
six thousand. 
He had invited the pastor and 
his wife to be with him and Mrs. 
Bosse on the stage of the audi-
torium. That evening, about sev-
en-thirty, he arrived at the par-
sonage to pick us up. He had spo-
ken about a ,dozen. times during 
the day and had taken little time 
out to eat. He was very tired. Aft-
er taking a cup of coffee at the 
parsonage, we started out for the 
auditorium. "You're hardly in 
condition to speak again tonight, 
mayor," we said to him as we 
drove through the city. "You're 
all worn out. Have you a set 
speech ready?" He answered, "I 
never write out my speeches. I 
have a clear idea of what I want 
to say tonight. I'm going to tell 
them what it means in my opin-
ion to be an American in our 
day." 
At the Coliseum there was a 
capacity crowd that filled the 
auditorium to overflowing. The 
mayor received an ovation. After 
a brief introduction he addressed 
the huge audience of men and 
women from all walks of life. His 
oration lasted over an hour. He 
held them in spell-bound atten-
tion to the end, whereupon they 
stood and applauded to the rafters 
this erst-while country boy who 
had electrified and inspired them 
by his unforgettable address. 
Benjamin Bosse's interest in 
young people and his eagerness to 
afford them educational advan-
tages were evident in many ways. 
He was a warm friend and sup-
porter of the Walther League, the 
young people's organization of 
___ I 
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his church. While he was mayor, 
representatives of the Methodist 
Church came to Evansville for the 
purpose of establishing a college 
of liberal arts in that community. 
He at once became an active pro-
, moter of the enterprise. When it 
became evident that the people 
were interested in the founding of 
such an institution, he was the 
leading spirit in raising $5oo,ooo 
in the city for the school. In an 
address during the campaign, the 
mayor told his audience: "I hope 
that I shall never be responsible 
for putting in the way one thing 
that will keep the young people 
of today from receiving the edu-
cation which I was denied." 
Christian Patriot 
T HE following example is cited to illustrate his resourcefulness 
in meeting a critical emergency. 
Evansville has many citizens of 
German ancestry. Prior to our 
country's entry into World War 
I, a goodly proportion of these 
were pro-German in sentiment. 
When Congress declared war on 
Germany on April 6, 1917, many 
people were confused and some 
were rebellious. In the next meet-
ing of the Board of Aldermen the 
acceptance of a set of loyalty reso-
lutions was on the docket. The 
mayor, who knew his constituen-
cy, was apprehensive of what 
might happen, if something was 
not done to clarify the issue. On 
the morning of that city council 
meeting, he came to the parsonage 
and asked for the English edition 
of Luther's Smaller Catechism. 
He knew that in his "Table of 
Duties" Luther . had specific in-
structions as to the relation of 
citizens to their government. He 
had made up his mind that the 
only way to allay some excited 
spirits in the council was by 
means of the Word of God. That 
night he appeared before the al-
dermen and read to them from 
the Catechism what the Bible has 
to say concerning civil govern-
ment and what subjects owe to 
their magistrates, adding perti-
nent comment of his own. That 
settled the matter and the loyalty 
resolutions were passed without a 
dissenting vote. During the entire 
war the city's support of the war 
effort was outstanding. We have 
often wondered whether, in all 
the history of our country, Martin 
Luther's Small Catechism has 
been put to such a use. 
Benjamin Bosse was in his for-
ty-eighth year when he was strick-
en with influenza in the spring of 
1922. He recovered, but was cau-
tioned by the doctors not to ex-
pose himself too soon. This advice 
he disregarded when an impor-
tant matter of city business came 
up. He attended a meeting and 
over-exerted his powers. He had a 
relapse and died on April 4· His 
funeral was attended by dignita-
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ries from near and far. His death 
was a tragedy for Evansville. The 
statement that no man is indis-
pensable is only relatively true. 
Other men may succeed those who 
are taken away, but they do not 
always possess the same gifts and 
qualities of greatness which are 
given to but a few. The city of 
Evansville to this day has not al-
together recovered from the loss 
of Benjamin Bosse. 
On the day of his death, the 
Evansville Courier paid Benjamin 
Bosse a fitting editorial tribute, 
of which we quote a part: 
In his case superlatives are essen-
tial; naught else will suffice. His ge-
nius for finance was amazing. His 
business vision seemed to border 
closely upon the supernatural. No 
man grasped the details of a proposi-
tion more readily nor pursued its 
logic more unerringly. 
His mind was a veritable store-
house of knowledge concerning a 
vast number of subjects, upon which 
he was able to draw at will and un-
der all circumstances. His memory 
was the wonder of all who came to 
know him intimately. He appeared to 
absorb knowledge from nowhere and 
everywhere, even as he radiated viril-
ity and energized everything with 
which he came in contact .... 
Business, politics, city building, re-
ligion, child welfare, better housing, 
education, civic undertakings of ev-
ery kind, all found in him an en-
thusiastic supporter; yea, even more 
than supporter, he was a leader. He 
was advocate, logician, strategist, and 
organizer. Combined with it all, and 
accounting in large measure for his 
achievements, he was a tireless work-
er; his enthusiasm and his energy 
recognized no bounds. With him to 
desire was to achieve, and as a re-
sult he wrote his name high upon the 
scroll of state fame and inscribed it 
indelibly upon the hearts of men and 
women whom he found pleasure in 
serving .... 
Only once a century and in widely 
separated places is there vouchsafed a 
community such a mayor as was Ben· 




ABUSE OF SCIENTIFIC 
AUTHORITY 
~ There is a streak of dishonesty 
• that runs through the entire 
popular presentation of the evolu-
tionary theory. I do not find it in 
the scientific textbooks. When 
Goldschmidt'*' argues against the 
evolution of structure through 
minute accumulations, and there-
by destroys Darwinism, he re-
mains an evolutionist, but his 
large and technical volume in no 
point gives a twist to facts or to 
laws which would support him in 
his evolutionistic faith. It is so 
with H. S. Jennings,'*"*' when he 
gives up the fundamental thought 
of emergent evolution, the as-
sumption of small mutations de-
veloping into new structures and 
culminating in new species. But 
it is otherwise when scientists of 
the same persuasion make propa-
ganda for their views among the 
dear common people, including 
the segment which sits in their 
classrooms or laboratories. Then 
H. H. Newman,"""""" of the Uni-
versity of Chicago, not only cites 
the development of the chick from 
the egg as an example of "evolu-
tion," not only sets forth the 
transitory "gill-slits" of the human 
embryo as a proof of man's de-
velopment from the fish, but avers 
his stout faith in the blood tests 
of Prof. Nuttall. Other examples 
are the sneering propaganda char-
acteristic of such books as E. A. 
Hooton's Apes, Men and Morons, 
and of W. K. Gregory's Our Face 
from Fish to Man. By a double-
jointed artifice, these books, on the 
one hand, create the illusion as 
if the evolutionary hypothesis 
* Richard Goldschmidt, Tht M attrial Ba1i1 of 
Evolution. 1940 
** Gtnetic Variations in Relation to Evolu-
tion, 1935. 
••• Tht Gist of Euolution6 1926. Euolutio" 
Yuterda~ and Toda~. 1932. 
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were an established scientific law, 
and, on the other, taunt the Chris-
tian believer with his presumed 
descent from the ape. 
The latest example of a patent 
abuse of scientific authority in the 
interest of materialistic evolution 
is the article of Roy Chapman 
Andrews, condensed from a con-
tribution to the Baltimore Sunday 
Sun, in the Readers Digest of 
May, 1945. It is possible that what 
we shall have to comment on this 
article, entitled "How We Are 
Going to Look," may not con-
vince many Readers Digest sub-
scribers of the arrogant translating 
of theories into facts which char-
acterizes the article, but we can 
put this month's Astrolabe to no 
better purpose than supplying our 
readers with some cogent reason-
ing which will enable them to 
meet Mr. Andrews and all who 
uncritically swallow his claims 
regarding the brute origin of man 
and the mess which the Creator 
(if there is one) has made of the 
human body. 
"HE WAS AN APE 
WITH POSSIBILITIES" 
• 
That's man, you understand. 
Man was an ape with possibil-
ities. He was "a quadrupedal ape 
swinging blithely through the tree-
tops," and so we are permitted to 
guess at the probable appearance 
of man half a million years from 
now.-A little better than guess-
ing, at that, since we may base 
our expectations on "the known 
progress of human evolution." 
Nay, there is "definite sequence" 
based on "the visible evidence of 
fossil human skeletons" connect-
ing the ape man with the present 
human race. And so, though a 
new ape, he was "an ape with 
possibilities." 
Throughout the article the ref-
erences are to the "ape man," the 
"Java ape man," man in the "four-
footed stage" -just as if there 
could be no question about the 
evolution of the human race from 
the ape. On this point Prof. H. 
H. Newman, of the University of 
Chicago, is really more to be ac-
cepted as a true spokesman of 
scientific anthropology when he 
contends: "Perhaps the most prev-
alent idea of people uninformed 
about evolution is that evolution 
teaches that the present apes and 
monkeys, or animals like them, 
are the ancestors of man. No evo-
lutionist has ever held such a 
view." Of course, it is not true 
that no evolutionist has ever held 
such a view. It is the doctrine set 
forth by H . G. Wells in his Science 
of Life ("ape turned man-ape and 
man-ape grew to man") . However, 
advanced students of anthropol-
ogy have long ago expressed their 
doubts as to the actual descent of 
man from an ape. The blood 
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tests have completely petered out 
as evidence, and when man and 
ape are compared in their details 
of structure the differences have 
been found to be so wide that 
almost any fragment of bone can 
be identified as either human or 
as originating from an ape. There 
is above all this tremendous dif-
ference that monkeys can hve 
on cellulose while man cannot. No 
amopnt of scientific theorizing 
will explain how this radical dif-
ference in the digestive system of 
man and monkey could have been 
brought about. The female mon-
key is fertile only once a year, in 
the summer. Man's teeth are real-
ly more "primitive" than those of 
the lion or the ox, not to speak 
of the primates. His foot is like-
wise of a more "ancient" type, 
being built like that of the bear. 
According! y Professor Henry F. 
Osborn, writing in the New York 
Times of July 12, 1925, declared 
the ape, whether living or extinct, 
to be "totall,y different from the 
human family from its earliest 
history." 
With this presentation agree all 
the textbooks in biology and 
zoology, which now invariably de-
clare that neither ape nor monkey, 
neither Java man or Neander-
thaler, are in the direct line of 
man's descent. Scientifically the 
"ape man" is about as genuine 
as Rumpelstiltskin, or as the Old 
Man of the Sea who hunched on 
the shoulders of Sinbad the Sailor. 
Consult any tabulation of human-
oid fossils, any diagram of man's 
ancestry in the textbooks, the 
works of reference, or the charts 
in the biology classroom. If you 
will point out to this column a 
single textbook or modern chart 
· supporting the claims of Prof. An-
drews' "How We Are Going to 
Look," this column• will be at 
the disposal of the reader. 
NO MORE FALLEN ARCHES 
• 
The best time for our race is 
still to come. It is not just 
around the corner; you may still 
have to wear those arch supporters 
in your shoes, but it's coming. It 
may be half a million years, but 
it's coming. Evolution is going to 
take care of our feet so that the 
arches will no longer fall. In a 
patronizing way, Prof. Andrews 
refers to the success which the 
Creator had in fashioning our 
hands. He says it was "a pretty 
good job on the whole." But 
"obviously," he says, "our backs 
must be shortened, or strength-
ened." He proposes that we either 
give up one of the joints in the 
back bone or permit one of these 
to become fused with the rear 
wall of the pelvis. And so we 
shall be rid of lumbago. Roy 
* . . . and any other necessary space in THa 
CRESSET.-The Editors. 
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Chapman Andrews is a man en-
tirely without human feeling. 
That the Chiropractors will be 
deprived of a vertebra which they 
now require for successful manip-
ulation, means nothing to him. 
But what shall be done with this 
mess of an anatomical job, full 
of "weak spots"? It all came about 
when man left off hopping about 
in the trees and began to walk 
on his hind legs. This is Mr. An-
drews' summary of man's body: 
"No automobile manufacturer 
woura dare put a car on the mar-
ket with so many defects." 
The answer to this disparage-
ment of the human body is found 
in the study of an anatomical 
atlas. Not that Mr. Andrews, who 
is an expert zoologist, is, un-
acquainted with these drawings of 
the human skeleton, its muscular 
and nervous system; undoubtedly 
he has worked with a scalpel over 
many a human foot or hand; but 
there is no one so blind as he who 
will not see. There is no place in 
Andrews' science for a Creator. 
Even man's highest endowment, 
his reasoning ability, is but the 
result of improvement of the brain 
"by folding and by a denser ac-
cumulation of nerve cells and 
fibers." If we do not believe that 
an all-wise Creator has fashioned 
our bodies, we shall welcome, of 
course, every defect that has de-
veloped under the unnatural con-
ditions of modern life and at-
tribute them to some fundamental 
flaw carried over from an earlier 
stage. By the same token, the 
evolutionistic view will blind us 
to the evidences of heavenly wis-
dom displayed in the structure of 
the human body. Let the doubter 
study the small bones in the foot 
or in the hand. Let him view the 
interlacings of muscle in the 
human back. Let him trace the 
muscles found alone in man, large 
structures that permit man's erect 
position, muscles that are not re-
lated to anything similar in the 
backs of the higher animals and 
that must have been given to man 
as a special creation if he ascended 
from the ape. And it is the curse 
of the evolutionistic concept that 
it cannot permit any divine inter-
ference at any point of animal or 
plant evolution without discard-
ing the very principle on which 
the whole system is built up. 
Grant that one muscle, or bone, 
or nerve strand, peculiar to man, 
is a product of supernatural inter-
vention and you might as well be-
lieve the whole story of creation 
as told in Genesis, chapter one. 
THE PRECIOUS THOUGHTS 
OF GOD 
.6, David says something about 
• this matter in the One Hun-
dred and Thirty-ninth Psalm. He 
traces in the physical and mental 
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makeup of man the hand of God, 
which was laid upon him, and the 
thoughts of God, which are re-
alized from the firs( pulsations of 
human life. David mentions in 
particular the marvels of embry-
onic life, but adds that the 
thoughts of God realized in the 
human body are "more in number 
than the sand." He shrinks at thP 
brink of the mysteries revealed in 
what we would call biology-
"such knowledge is too wonder-
ful for me; it is high, I cannot 
attain unto it." There are to him, 
he goes on to say, in this bodily 
structure, mysteries which point 
to a cosmic Mind, infinite, eternal. 
This attitude is far removed 
from that of the director of the 
New York Museum of Natural 
History: "No automobile manu-
facturer would dare put a car on 
the market with so many defects." 
Now, who is right? Certainly, 
you need not be an experienced 
zoologist in order to make the 
test. Consider only the human 
eye. Is it, too, the result of im-
provement "by folding and by a 
denser accumulation of nerve cells 
and fibers"? Certainly this must 
appear like rank lunacy to one 
who has investigated the design 
of the human eye. Its ability to 
perceive objects at a distance of 
six inches and six miles, by ten 
layers of the retina which receive 
the different vibrations of light, 
giving us the sense of color. The 
ability of the iris to expand or 
contract, always retaining its cir-
cular form. The million fibers in 
the optic nerve. The millions of 
cells in the retina. Vernon L. Kel-
logg (who accepted evolution as 
a theory) asks: "What faint prob-
ability is there of the occurrence 
coincidentally of the necessary 
variations (if determined only by 
chance, that is, the law of prob-
ability) to produce a gradual per-
fecting of so complex a structure 
as the vertebrate eye?" 
Or take the standpoint of David 
in Psalm 139, remembering that 
the eye was formed before birth. It 
was of no use when it was made, 
it was intended for the future; and 
this goes for hundreds of other 
instances in the human body-the 
lungs or the heart, the kidneys 
and the ear. Or shall we follow 
Andrews and point out in one 
human specimen the presence of 
a squint, in another the myopic 
defect, in another the glaucoma? 
Shall we attribute these flaws to 
man's abuse of his marvelous 
organ of sight, or view them as 
proof that they cannot be products 
of the wisdom of the Almighty? 
We conclude that the presenta-
tion of Prof. Andrews must ap-
pear as a perfect job to one who 
shares his disbelief in a Creator 
who fashioned man's body and 
endowed him with reason. 
~ 
L AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Some Treasured Recordings 
(CONTINUED) 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
h The subjugating beauty of 
,;· Beethoven's Concerto for Vio-
lin and <Jrchestra in D Major, Op. 
61 has caused many an enthus-
iastic listener to ask, "Why did 
Beethoven give us only one violin 
concerto?" 
Brahms's majestic Concerto for 
Violin and Orchestra in D Major, 
Op. 77 usually elicits the question, 
·:why did Brahms, like Bee-
thoven, write only one work in 
this particular field?" 
Mendelssohn's Concerto for 
Violin and Orchestra in E Minor, 
Op. 64 gives rise to a similar 
query. So do the violin concertos 
by Tchaikovsky and Sibelius. 
I shall not undertake to answer 
those thought-provoking ques-
tions. In all probability, they 
would lead me entire! y too far 
into the well-fertilized and tempt-
ingly verdant field of idle specula-
tion. It would be fascinating to 
unearth, to manufacture, and to 
32 
hazard explanations; but at the 
present moment I am interested 
to a much greater extent in talk-
ing about readings of the violin 
concertos I have mentioned. 
Let us begin with the great 
work from the pen of Beethoven. 
I have heard it played dozens 
upon dozens of times and, in-
cidentally, in dozens upon dozens 
of ways. Not once have I failed 
to discover new nuggets of beauty 
in its pages. Yes, even execrable 
readings of the composition have 
been helpful; for now and then 
one can learn much about the in-
trinsic character and quality of 
great music by listening intently 
to what, for want of a better term, 
I shall call caricature perform-
ances. It may be painful to expose 
one's eardrums to murderous play-
ing; but it is wise for everyone, 
I believe, to give thought care-
fully and patiently to the un-




"The rose which now yo11r eye doth see 
Hath bloomed for God from all eternity." 
R
APHAEL was born in late l\farch or early .-\pril of 1483, just 
a little bit before the birth of Dr. Martin Luther. It is al-
most a miracle that his parents cho;e the name of Raphael for 
him, for the Archangel Raphael i; the most gentle of the 
mighty host of angels. 
His [ather, Giovanni Santi, was a painter himself. a deeply 
religious man , whose art was [or him a way of worship. His 
mother, Magia Ciarala, must have been a sweet and tender 
woman who loved her little son devotedly. "How otherwise 
could Raphael have become the most celebrated painter of the 
eternal Madonna and Child theme and given it the most 
human touch of any of the great painters." 
Tenderly cared for by his mother, and already in his earliest 
years taught his art by his father, Raphael grew up without the 
hard struggle with which so many other artists have to contend, 
often all their lives. Good fortune seems to have prepared the 
right surroundings for him . The little residential city, the 
Capital of the Dukes of Urbino, was at that time a seat of 
artistic and intellectual and even "gallant" life. 
At the court of Duke Federido, Raphael had an opportunity 
to study a great many paintings and objects of art, and they 
surely exercised a most profound influence on him during his 
most receptive years. 
His father and mother died ea rly in his life, however, and 
then Raphael came under the care o[ the painter Timoteo dei 
Viti . By the year 1500 he was in Perugia and by 1502 he was 
already established as an independent artist. The pictures pre-
sented here are all of th em from the famous Le Stanzc eli 
Raffaello in the Vatican. 
ADALilE.RT R. KRETBIANN 
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The Deliverance of St. Peter from the Prison 
f 
Poetry, Philosophy, Theology, Justice 
I 
The School of Athens 
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the magic of contrast. If, for ex-
ample, I submit willingly to the 
cruel torture inflicted upon me 
by a violinist who butchers Bee-
thoven's violin concerto into un-
shapeliness and downright ugli-
ness, I learn to appreciate with 
much more keenness . the chaste 
and wonderfully potent artistry 
revealed by J ascha Heifetz and 
the NBC Symphony Orchestra 
under Toscanini in their exem-
plary reading of the work (Victor 
Album 705) . To my thinking, 
there is complete and unmistak-
able honesty of purpose in the 
performance. Heifetz and Tosca-
nini bow down humbly and rever-
ently before the throne of Bee-
thoven. They do not strive to 
glorify themselves; they are intent 
upon letting the concerto deliver 
its message of beauty with elo-
quence which is never marred or 
weakened to the slightest degree 
by cheap and shoddy showman-
ship. 
If it is true that self-effacement 
is one of the salient characteristics 
of artistry at its best, then the per-
formance of Beethoven's violin 
concerto by Heifetz and Tosca-
nini is, in my opinion, a perfect 
example of indisputable greatness. 
It goes without saying, of comse, 
that self-effacement on the part of 
an artist neither implies nor 
postulates failure to make full use 
of intellectual acumen and tech-
nical skill. 
I like the performance given by 
Fritz Kreisler and the London 
Philharmonic Orchestra u n de r 
John Barbirolli (Victor Album 
325), and I am thrilled whenever 
I hear the superb reading pre-
sented by Joseph Szigeti and an 
orchestra directed by Bruno Wal-
ter (Columbia Album 177); but 
I derive a larger amount of edi-
fication from the enthralling ar-
tistry revealed by Heifetz and 
Toscanini. 
In the first and third move-
ments of the concerto Heifetz 
plays his own revisions of cadenzas 
written by his famous teacher, 
Leopold Auer; in the second 
movement he uses his own version 
of the cadenza composed by 
Joseph Joachim. Szigeti clings to 
the Joachim cadenzas for all three 
movements. Kreisler retains the 
Beethoven cadenza for the first 
movement and plays his own ca-
denzas for the Larghetto and the 
Rondo. For years I myself have 
had a strong predilection for the 
Joachim cadenzas. 
For me it is always exhilarating 
to listen to a reading by Toscanini 
even though that reading may 
arouse sharp disagreement in the 
inmost recesses of my heart and 
mind. I take keen delight in be-
coming acquainted as thoroughly 
as possible with a Toscanini per-
formance even though my own 
judgment may tell me that the 
master is indulging in clear-cut 
- -
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"Rossiniization." But there is 
nothing that smacks even remotely 
of "Rossiniization" in Toscanini's 
magnificent exposition of Bee-
thoven's violin concerto. 
Brahms's Concerto 
h Critics are at loggerheads with 
IJ' respect to the inherent worth 
of Brahms's concerto as compared 
with Beethoven's; but it seems to 
me that there can be no dispute 
at all as to the outstanding excel-
lence of the performance of the 
work by Heifetz and the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra under Kous-
sevitzky (Victor Album 581). 
Whenever I listen to Beethoven's 
violin concerto, I say, "No work 
can be more beautiful." When-
ever I hear the masterpiece from 
the pen of Brahms, I make the 
very same statement with refer-
ence to Brahms's composition. 
Therefore I listen to both works 
as often as I can, and I have long 
since ceased to try to find reasons 
why the one could be looked upon 
as more important than the other. 
The Heifetz-Koussevitzky read-
ing of Brahms's concerto gives me 
more genuine satisfaction than 
the performance by Kreisler and 
the London Philharmonic Orches-
tra under Barbirolli (Victor Al-
bum 402). 
Those who write extensively 
about music and musicians must 
learn the fine art of dodging 
brickbats and other dangerous 
missiles. Therefore I must be 
ready to duck quickly and skill-
fully when I declare that Men-
delssohn's beautiful violin con-
certo is by no means on a par in 
every respect with · the composi-
tions in the same field by Bee-
thoven and Brahms. Nevertheless, 
Mendelssohn's concerto is a mas-
terpiece. Would any musician 
worth his salt want to be without 
it? If mere statistics were all-im-
portant, one would be constrained 
to call it the finest of the three 
works; for it is played far more 
frequently than Beethoven's con-
certo and Brahms's concerto. 
Many will say that it has a more 
potent appeal to the average 
listener, and no one who actually 
knows it would be rash enough 
to deny that a satisfying perform-
ance requires skill and musician-
ship of the highest type. 
I shall mention recordings of 
three excellent performances of 
Mendelssohn's concerto: Szigeti 
and the London Philharmonic 
Orchestra u n d e r Sir Thomas 
Beecham (Columbia Album tgo), 
Yehudi Menuhin and the Orches-
tre des Concerts Colonnes under 
Georges Enesco (Victor Album 
531) , and Kreisler and the Lon-
don Philharmonic 0 r c h e s t r a 
under Sir Landon Ronald (Victor 
Album 277) . In my opinion, 
Kreisler has the most satisfactory 
tempo for the slow movement; 
but I realize that there is room 
1 
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for sharp debates about this point. 
One needs only two adjectives 
and one noun to describe the 
artistry of Heifetz. The adjectives 
are "breath-taking" and "uplif-
ing"; the noun is "wizardry." A 
short time ago I heard Heifetz 
play the monumental "Chaconne" 
from Bach's second partita for the 
violin alone. To most violinists 
the mechanical difficulties con-
tained in that magnificent set of 
variations are terrifying beyond 
measure; but Heifetz overcame 
them with ease and marvelous 
fluency. His playing was impec- . 
cable in every detail. One ceased 
for the time being to think of the 
formidable technical problems 
which Bach threw into the laps 
of fiddlers when he wrote the 
"Chaconne." Heifetz' amazing 
mastery of all the big points and 
all the little points of violin play-
ing enabled him to underscore 
Bach's matchless part-writing with 
the utmost clarity and with rav-
ishing beauty of tone. But there 
was more in the reading. Heifetz 
showed that he understood thor-
oughly the tremendous musical 
import of the work. His enthrall-
ing performance added strength 
to the conviction of those who, 
like myself, believe and are sure 
that the "Chaconne" is one of the 
greatest works of art ever to come 
from the brain of a human being. 
Now and then it is said-para-
doxically enough, to be sure-that 
the breath-taking perfection of 
Heifetz' violinism leads to read-
ings that are icecold. Such a state-
ment could never be founded on 
careful listening. Heifetz' playing 
is not cold; for beneath .his calm 
outward bearing there are flames 
of intense feeling. How else could 
he give such memorable perform-
ances of the violin concertos by 
Tchaikovsky and Sibelius? He 
plays the Tchaikovsky work with 
the London Philharmonic Orches-
tra under Barbirolli (Victor Al-
bum 356) and the Sibelius com-
position with the same orchestra 
under Sir Thomas Beecham (Vic-
tor Album 309) . I treasure both 
sets of discs; for both concertos are 
masterworks, and both perform-
ances are memorable. 
Indefinable Beauty 
h Sibelius' violin concerto is a 
tJ work into which the lonely and 
stalwart Finnish master poured 
substance richly and lavishly from 
the abundance of his heart. It is 
a composition which has much to 
say 'to us, a composition sur-
charged from beginning to end 
with an almost indefinable beauty. 
Sibelius copies no one. There is 
independence in his thoughts and 
in the manner in which he gives 
expression to them; but the 
mighty Finn is not a man to wear 
his originality on his sleeve. 
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I have said that Sibelius is a "Sibelius has enriched the art 
lonely figure among the world's with a whole new range of experi-
composers. This does not mean ence-experience, however, that 
that he is not .honored, admired, we easily make our own and revel 
and revered by those who feel a in once we have overcome the first 
quickening in their pulse beat feeling of strangeness in connec-
when they hear music which is tion with it." 
great in the complete sense of the Yes, many listeners are aware of 
word; it means rather that there a strangeness in Sibelius' violin 
is no composer, living or dead, concerto. Some call it a strange-
who is like him. The most of ness that arises from sensation-
those who write music today are mongering, reckless idol-smash-
not worthy of kissing the hem of ing, and an intellect that falls 
his garment. lamentably short of incontestable 
There is something vast in the greatness. Would it be rash to 
works of Sibelius. He stands firm- predict that the most of Sibelius' 
ly on his own feet. He is neither detractors will revise their opin-
a prophet of reckless revolt, nor ion for the better as time goes by, 
does he follow slavishly in the that the strangeness will cease to 
footsteps of predecessors or con- exist for them, and that they will 
temporaries. His compositions are recognize and honor the lonely 
impregnated with a sing u I a r Finn as one of music's major 
beauty-a beauty which is arrest- prophets? Let us not forget that 
ing, thoroughly original, and the glib-tongued Eduard Hanslick 
often startling. This man has once declared that Tchaikovsky's 
much to tell us and, if we are wise, violin concerto created a stench 
we shall prick up our ears and in his ears. Would Hanslick cling 
listen intently to what he has to to that odoriferous statement if 
say. Ernest Newman declares that he were walking the earth today? 
(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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RECENT RECORDINGS 
LEONARD BERNSTEIN. Selections from 
On the Town. The Victor Chorale 
and Orchestra under Robert Shaw, 
with Betty Comden and Adolph 
Green as soloists, present the vocal 
excerpts; Mr. Bernstein conducts 
the On the Town Orchestra in the 
ballet music.-Generous servings of 
genuine worth are mingled with 
bits of outright banality in Mr. 
Bernstein's music. The recording is 
superb. Victor Album 955· !h68. 
RICHARD RoDGERS. Selections from 
Oklahoma sung by James Melton, 
tenor, Eleanor Steber, soprano, 
and John Charles Thomas, bari-
tone, with an orchestra conducted 
by Al Goodman.- The album con-
tains the following songs from 
Mr. Rodgers' record-breaking hit: 
"Oklahoma" : "The Surrey with the 
Fringe on Top"; "People Will Say 
We're in Love"; "Out of My 
Dreams"; "Oh, What a Beautiful 
Morning"; "Kansas City." Victor 
Album 988. $2.89. 
SIGMUND RoMBERG. Selections from 
Up in Central Park. Jeanette Mac-
Donald, soprano, Robert Merrill, 
baritone, with an orchestra con-
ducted by Robert Russell Bennett. 
-The music of Mr. Romberg's new 
score is tuneful; the recording of 
the selections contained in this al-
bum is excellent. Victor Album 
991. $2.89-
MoRTON GouLD. "American Salute" 
("When Johnny Comes Marching 
Home") and "Yankee Doodle 
Went to Town." The · Boston 
"Pops" Orchestra under Arthur 
Fiedler.-Noteworthy examples of 
Mr. Gould's exceptional cunning 
in the field of orchestration. Both 
compositions will make the blood 
dance in your veins. Victor disc 
11·8762. $1.05-
MAN UEL DE FALLA. "Ritual Fire 
Dance" and "Dance of Terror," 
from the ballet El Amor Brujo. 
Jose lturbi, pianist.-Mr. lturbi 
presents extraordinarily graphic 
readings of these two vivid dances. 
Victor disc 10·1135· Seventy-nine 
cents. 
READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff 
Inside the U.S.S.R. 
REPORT ON THE RUSSIANS. By 
W. L. White. Harcourt, Brace and 
Company, New York. 1945. 309 
pages. $2.50. 
N o book published in recent months has given rise to more 
discussion, both acrimonious and 
commendatory, than W. L. White's 
Report on the Russians. Communists 
and all those who uphold the Soviet 
Union and its ways with whole-
hearted enthusiasm have followed the 
lead of Pravda and called the report 
"the standard stew from the fascist 
kitchen." They have tried to induce 
the publishers to withdraw it from 
the market; they have declared that 
it is slanderous, hopelessly warped, 
and based on malicious ignorance. 
Those who have their fingers crossed 
when they think of the way of life 
as it exists-or is said to exist-in 
the U.S.S.R. have welcomed the vol-
ume as manna from heaven. In their 
opinion, Mr. White's account of what 
he saw and heard, and did not see 
and hear, in the course of his trip to 
the domain of Stalin with Eric John-
ston, president of the United States 
Chamber of Commerce, should be 
read, studied, and thoroughly di-
gested by everyone-everyone whose 
freedom of thought, expression, con-
science, and movement is not ground 
into the dust of the earth by a ruth-
less and completely autocratic gov-
ernment. 
It goes without saying that a re-
view of what Mr. White has written 
will, and should, reflect both the re-
action and the viewpoint of the re-
viewer. Therefore this evaluation of 
the book will make no attempt to 
"mince words. 
Mr. White has gained fame as a 
reporter since the outbreak of the 
war. He is an able journalist-a jour-
nalist who strives to present accurate 
and interesting accounts of what he 
sees, hears, and thinks. In Report on 
the Russians his writing sometimes 
borders dangerously on what sticklers 
for grammatical purity and stylistic 
polish would be inclined to speak of 
as slovenliness; but it never lacks life 
or vigor. For the most part he reports 
just as a typical American with pride 
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structible sense of humor and fair 
play would report. Mr. White may be 
prejudiced against the Soviet Union 
with all his heart, all his soul, and 
all his mind; yet he has the right to 
give f~rthright expression to his 
prejudices. If he refuses to see the 
U.S.S.R. in the light in which the 
U.S.S.R . itself and all the perfervid 
partisans of the U.S.S.R. want him to 
see it, no power on earth should have 
the unmitigated gall to try to muzzle 
him. Is the Soviet Union afraid of 
adverse criticism? Do the upholders 
of Stalin's totalitarian method of 
managing a country believe for one 
moment that they will, and must, 
make ardent converts of everyone? 
The Soviet Union seems to suc-
ceed ruthlessly and with extraordi-
nary effectiveness in squelching and 
stamping out every vestige of oppo-
sition inside its own vast bailiwick; 
but what shall one think about Mr. 
White's account of what is said to 
have happened when the Germans 
were at the gates of Moscow and the 
outlook for the continued existence 
of the Bolshevist-controlled govern-
ment was exceedingly black? In those 
days, declares Mr. White, "people be-
gan destroying all evidence which 
would prove that they were sym-
pathetic with the Party." 
It is undoubtedly true that the in- -
habitants of the U.S.S.R. cannot, and 
do not, know the value of real free-
dom. How could they acquire such 
knowledge in a land in which real 
freedom is never permitted to assert 
itself? How can they realize what gen-
uine liberty is when "over everything 
rests the dull, unimaginative hand of 
a bureaucracy which, in the absence 
of competition, produces only a 
dreary mediocrity"? It is easy to un-
derstand why the Communists spew 
out fire and brimstone at the mere 
mention of "capitalism." "The way 
to understand capitalism," says Mr. 
White, "is not to memorize the long 
words economists use. It is to go some 
place where they don't have any, and 
see what they do instead." 
ONE wonders how the dyed-in-the-wool Communists in our land 
would enjoy life in the Soviet Union. 
Mr. White reports that some ardent 
souls, swept from their feet by the 
high-sounding slogans of the Bolshe-
viks, forswore the milk and honey of 
real freedom for citizenship in the 
U.S.S.R. They lived to regret the rash 
step they had taken. When they tried 
to return to their former way of life, 
the firm hand of totalitarian bureau-
cracy blocked their path. If their 
hankering after the fleshpots of capi-
talism became too evident to suit the 
Bolsheviks, they paid for their crime 
against the bolshevist state by eking 
out a wretched existence in the labor 
battalions about which the Soviet 
Union has little or nothing to say 
to the outside world. 
It has been said that Mr. White 
has no right to base his indictment 
of the Soviet system on what he saw 
and heard in the course of a brief 
stay in the U.S.S.R.; but those who 
make that statement should not over-
look the fact that the author of 
Report on the Russians founds his 
conclusions on exactly what he saw 
and heard while he made his short 
and rigidly supervised trip. Why 
should he not reach conclusions-
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clear-cut conclusions-on the basis of 
what he saw and heard? If those con-
clusions happened to be strictly in 
keeping with the cherished beliefs of 
the Soviet bureaucrats, Mr. White 
would be held up by the U.S.S.R. as 
a noble prophet of all that is good 
and true, just as the writer of this 
review once heard an agent of the 
Soviet Union hold up George Ber-
nard Shaw as a man who knew how 
to report factually on the land in 
which bolshevism reigns supreme. 
The very fact that Pravda and all 
those who think as Pravda wants 
them to think decry Mr. White's 
book as "the standard stew from the 
fascist kitchen" proves to the hilt 
that the Soviet Union fears forth-
right criticism as it would a plague. 
To say that Report on the Russians 
is bound to lead to unfriendly rela-
tions between the U.S.S.R. and the 
United States of America is vicious 
propaganda pure and simple. Those 
who are guilty of such an assertion 
forget that the Soviet Union is not 
given to publishing eulogies of gov-
ernment as it exists in our land. 
Soviet writers may come to the 
United States, move about freely, and 
write of their experiences and their 
convictions as the spirit moves them. 
Why are Stalin and his coadjutors 
afraid to allow journalists from the 
United States such freedom in the 
Soviet Union? The answer is readily 
apparent to every clear-thinking in-
dividual. Is it not true that the mas-
ters of the U.S.S.R. are mortally 
afraid to let their subjects know how 
much better life can be, and actually 
is, in a land in which totalitarianism 
does not sit in the saddle? 
This reviewer believes that Mr. 
White has tried to be fair to the Rus· 
sians. Praise is mingled with censure 
in the book, commendation often 
goes hand in hand with sharp fault-
finding. In addition, much of what 
the author has to say against Soviet-
land is founded on unmistakable 
friendliness and on a keen sense of 
humor. Maybe life in the U .S.S.R. 
would be far more enjoyable for 
Stalin himself and for his numerous 
bureaucrats if, by some miracle, heroic 
doses of genuine American humor 
could be injected into their veins. 
Yes, Stalin sometimes laughs, and 
sometimes he chuckles; but is it 
altogether wrong to suspect that he 
might become a far better ruler if 
he could learn to chuckle and laugh 
in true American fashion? Let him 
ridicule us if he desires to do so. We 
shall not object. Why, then, should 
he object when Mr. White-who, by 
the way, gives unstinted credit to 
the U.S.S.R. for the valiant way in 
which it has helped to win the great 
victory over Germany-laughs at some 
of the things that are going on under 
the leadership of the boss of the 
Kremlin? 
Advocates of communism should 
ponder the following words: 
There is . . . one marked difference 
"between inmates of the Soviet Union 
and of the Kansas State penitentiary at 
Lansing, where I have often visited an 
old friend. Food and clothing in both 
places are about the same, maybe a lit-
tle better in Lansing. But should my 
Kansas friend decide that his peniten-
tiary was not well run, and express the 
hope that there might be a change of 
wardens, he would run no danger of be-
ing shot were he overheard by a stool 
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pigeon. I conced~, however, that . in 
Russia a talented mmate can work hrm-
self up to be a warden, which would be 
impossible in Lansing. 
Living on Borrowed Time 
AMERICAN GUERRILLA IN THE 
PHILIPPINES. By Ira Wolfert. 
Simon and Schuster, New York. 
1945. x and 301 pages, with map 
frontispiece. $2.75. 
T HE once carefully guarded secrets of underground activity are now 
being revealed, as in this book, the 
Book-of-the-Month club selection for 
May. Here is a war-adventure story of 
one man and all he encountered 
when he refused to be knocked out of 
the Pacific war. It is a three-year odys-
sey of trouble and courage. We first 
heard of it on a March of Time radio 
broadcast of certain episodes that 
fixed our attention despite a natural 
inclination to be doing something 
more urgent. When we read the en-
tire book, we readily discovered in 
detail just why the experiences of 24-
year-old Lieut. Iliff D. Richardson, 
USNR (and Major in the Filipino 
guerrilla army) , are unforgettable. 
The author, Ira Wolfert, is a war 
correspondent who has been awarded 
the Pulitzer Prize for his Guadalcanal 
dispatches. His earlier a?i~ity in wri~­
ing fiction was good trammg for this 
special kind of expository narrative. 
He says: 
I decided the best thing was not to 
"interpret" or "edit" the story, but 
merely to set down its facts in as nearly 
true a way as could be. In that way the 
story could become larger than the story 
of Richardson himself-fascinating 
though that may be-and more impor-
tant because it would be, instead of a 
story which fits an adventurer or a hero 
of politics or a love affair, a story of the 
whole guerrilla movement. I wanted 
very much to tell this story because I 
was surprised and delighted to discover 
how closely the untutored and relatively 
primitive guerrillas who fought the Jap-
anese conquerors in the Philippines re-
sembled the politically mature guerrillas 
whom I had met fighting the German 
conquerors in France and Belgium. 
Contemporary Philippine history 
parades realistically through these 
pages, as it does similarly in Edward 
Ruder's recent Saturday Evening Post 
articles about Mindanao, and in St. 
John's Leyte Calling. In this book 
Richardson is introduced to us as 
executive officer to skipper Bob Kelly 
of the famous Motor Torpedo Boat 
"expendables." In the retreat from 
the Philippines after Corregidor, he 
managed to get to Leyte. With sev-
eral AAF pilots he tried to sail a go-
foot banca-wistfully named Leyte 
Luck-to Australia, but was ship-
wrecked after 200 miles and had to 
swim 13 hours to shore. Then begin 
the guerrilla escapades. No reader will 
have difficulty reading this far, for 
the action is fast-moving; but it is 
disappointing to have to wait until 
one-fourth of the book is finished 
before the emphasis indicated in the 
title begins. The rest of the book is 
contagious and apt. 
Again on Leyte, now J ap-overrun, 
Richardson was busy just surviving. 
Native guerrilla groups were fighting 
each other over looting privileges, 
and only gradually became organized 
to harass i:he Japs. The hero joined 
these roving fighters. As chief of staff 
to Col. Ruperta Kangleon, he was 
given the job of coordinator for ord-
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nance, communications, quartermas-
ter, finance, and public relations. 
Usually he worked from scratch and 
with Yankee inventiveness. Eventual-
ly he was able to spy on Jap ship-
ping, and to construct the radio in-
telligence network that provided the 
necessary information for Gen. Mac-
Arthur's return. 
Pick up this book at any page and 
you receive your money's worth in ex-
citement, suspense, horror, ingenuity, 
indomitableness, and actual survival 
against odds. We like the vivid pic-
ture of the typhoon and, elsewhere, 
the chibasco (a solid wall of rain with 
high winds) . Stirring episodes in-
clude the improvised funeral of Mil-
likan, "Long" Tom Baxter's shoe-
horning his way out of jail, the tak-
ing of a town with the aid of a home· 
made Zapanta cannon, the native 
girl Curly's romantic influence over 
"Richy," and the unmelodramatic 
meeting of Richardson with Mac-
Arthur on the cruiser "Nashville" off 
Leyte at long last. Quantity almost 
jeopardizes quality in some places. 
The backbone of the account is 
the generally unknown anguish and 
heartbreak found among smothering 
people on a temporarily forgotten is-
land. The squeamish reader can skip 
such realistic description as the tor-
ture of Baxter by the Jap officer 
Gidoka, or the crudely primitive sur-
gery when Rich sews up a bayoneted 
lad's stomach, or the natives' mur-
derous treatment of a sniper. To read 
these unpleasant things, however, will 
sober our thinking. How could Rich-
ardson recall such sufferings without 
the help of a diary's details? 
Fortunately there is some humor 
for comic relief •from stark tragedy. 
For example, at the end Rich tries to 
identify himself to Navy men and 
tells them he is an American officer 
but a guerrilla, whereupon they show 
that they do not know what a guer-
rilla is, in the Spanish way he pro-
nounced the word; so he had to tell 
them he was a gorilla, and they now 
thought him crazy! Earlier, a good 
laugh is had when the U. S. Army is 
blowing up Cebu and a Britisher 
telephones in, saying he is greatly 
disturbed by the noise and confusion. 
More than mere journalism and 
differing from biography in its plot 
appeal, American Guerrilla is a Now-
It-Can-Be-Told sort of book which 
clearly shows (in Richardson's 
words) that "it takes all kinds to 
make war. It takes fighting men and 
technicians." Well, Rich was a fight· 
ing technician! And Wolfert's book 
about him is a convincing rebuttal 
of Walt Whitman's comment that the 
real war will never get in the books. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
Cavalcade 
TAKE THREE TENSES: A Fugue 
in Time. By Rumer Godden. Lit-
tle, Brown and Company, Boston. 
1945. 252 pages. $2.00. 
T HE air raid drew nearer. The windows shook. The floors shook, 
too, as if many trains ran under-
neath, and the air was heavy with a 
pandemonium of sound. The sky was 
radiant with moonlight and with the 
crossed patterns and beams of giant 
searchlights. "Like arrows in the 
hand of a giant," thought old Rolls 
Dane as he steadied himself by the 
I 
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window and "watched the search-
lights that hid the stars completely 
by their near brightness." A moment 
ago Rolls had been frightened, but 
now he was calm. Death was very 
close. "I am ready," he thought. "I 
was born almost eighty years ago. It 
is fair." He pressed his face against 
the glass so that he could see the 
plane tree in the garden. Sometimes, 
lately, General Sir Roland Ironmon-
ger Dane, K.C.B., D.S.O., liked to 
fancy that the plane tree was him-
self. "Its roots are in the house," he 
said, "and so are mine." 
No. 99 Wiltshire Place, London, 
had been the home of the Dane fam-
ily for almost a hundred years. The 
old house creaked and groaned with 
remembered sounds of the Victorian 
household of Old Eye, Rolls Dane's 
father. Every room was peopled with 
the ghosts of another day. Treasured 
family portraits invoked graphic pic-
tures and vivid recollections of the 
past. Lonely, alone, and believing 
himself to be the last of his family, 
Rolls had permitted the house to be-
come a symbol. "In me you exist," 
the house whispered to him. "In the 
house the past is present." 
The quiet of Rolls' reveries was 
shattered by the unexpected arrival 
of a grandniece and, a little later, by 
the coming of the nephew of the lost 
love of Rolls' youth. The dreamlike 
past gave way to the demanding pres-
ent. Once again Rolls thought of the 
future which was building in this 
harsh present. Grizel and Pax became 
the future. In them he saw the ful-
filment of his own plans. The house 
would go on. Life would go on. 
Take Three Tenses is an appeal-
ing and unusual book. In it Rumer 
Godden employs a novel method of 
narration. The past, the present, and 
the future are expounded simultane-
ously like the melodies of a well-
made fugue. The themes depicting 
the past and the present are de-
veloped with admirable skill; but 
the theme of the future lacks strength 
and lucidity. It is overlaid with an 
air of vague wish-fulfilment and sen-
timentalism. 
Joy and Rightness 
POEMS FOR A SON WITH 
WINGS. By Robert P. Tristram 
Coffin. The Macmillan Company, 
New York. 1945. 123 pages. $1.75. 
The roosters were as gallant as a sermon, 
The calves star-eyed as any Sunday-
School, 
There was thankfulness at every manger, 
And a text for life in every tool. 
A N old church now used for a barn, a storm along the coast, 
hard-handed farmers and their wives, 
flowers, little boys-an aspect of 
rural or nautical Maine has long 
filled Robert Tristram Coffin with 
joy and a sense of rightness. With 
few exceptions the poems on Maine 
in this new collection succeed in the 
expression of these feelings. The sev-
en or eight poems on the present war 
are less effective. 
Like Frost, Coffin writes in a sim-
ple style, one that the rural folk with 
whom he is concerned could easily 
follow. His poems give . vividly the 
look and feel of some rural scene or 
act: "a smell of cuds and clover," 
"the scars of hammers, nails, ropes, 
and the fishbones," "And tltere was 
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a lamb, complete with wool and 
breathing, Working for life and milk 
upon each side ... " But beyond these 
details there is the whole scope of 
life, which, in the compact Maine 
economy, becomes bone and nerve of 
each situation; so, with a woman 
making the week's twelve loaves of 
bread: 
The mixing of flour, water, salt, and 
yeast 
Was not a process measured by an hour, 
It reached from the fruition back to 
hope, 
The distance in between the fruit and 
flower. 
Little boys, and the relations be-
tween fathers and little boys, are the 
matter of a great many of the poems. 
One of the finest, "Walls Are Not So 
Necessary as Love," makes clear why 
a father is willing to have his work 
hindered by the squirming ubiqui-
tousness of his four-year-old son. The 
daring of boyhood throbs in the 
poem about a six-year-old in bed 
Christmas night with his new drum: 
It is dark, and it is quiet, 
You have the drumsticks in your fist , 
And any minute you may try it. 
May start a drumming that will shake 
The bed, the house, the stars outside .. . 
His "Maine Boy" is a hearty and 
charming successor to Whittier's 
poem on American boyhood. 
Queernesses of the provincial life 
have a place in the collection. There 
is the frail old woman who, to lay 
the uneasy ghosts of her seaman an-
cestors, follows their command to 
save the family cottage from their 
old enemy, the wind, by burning it 
and herself. Two or three poems deal 
with certain horrors of life; in "Ter-
rible and Exact Geometries," the 
poet watches a snake digesting a 
robin. 
Robert Herrick's celebration of the 
country customs of seventeenth cen-
tury Devonshire are recalled by sev-
eral of Coffin's poems, and striking-
ly by "Epithalamion for a Western 
World," a poem for his daughter's 
wedding, in which he tells of the 
guests-human, faery, legendary, ani-
mal, and floral-who will gather for 
the festivities; and he concludes: 
Light bayberry candles, break the claws 
Of red lobsters .. . 
For the sake of this slim bride, 
Strew arbutus like the snow 
Over the years she has to go. 
End of an Era 
THE LAST FLOWERING OF THE 
MIDDLE AGES. By Joseph Van 
der Elst. Doubleday, Doran & Co., 
Inc., Garden City, New York. 1944. 
127 pages. $7.50. 
M R. VAN DER ELST has written a very illuminating book about 
the Flemish master painters of the 
fifteenth century, and he has given it 
a very appropriate title. Industrially 
and financially Flanders was well in 
the van of Europe, ready for the spir-
itual and intellectual change that was 
soon to follow. The very flowering 
of art seems to have been a by-prod-
uct of its prosperity; but the men 
still retained the outlook and aspira-
tions of the medievalists. 
One of the characteristic marks of 
the Middle Ages was whole-hearted 
acceptance of the Catholic church's 
ideals. Devout patrons of the painters 
had their triptychs and devotional 
-----~-' 
I 
June 1945 53 
pictures made, not for pleasure, butstand on great falcons-to show that 
for worship; but-and this may be they have overcome the mighty of 
considered a sign of change-they had this world. And just to make the pic-
no scruples about having their own tures a little more incomprehensible 
family portraits inserted in the most a few details have been thrown in, 
solemn Biblical scene. Devout artists which Mr. Van der Elst sets down as 
gave every evidence of making their purely decorative. 
sacred masterpieces labors of love; Even the scholasticism of the Mid-
but they also broke with tradition by die Ages is here. No simple devo-
using Flemish landscapes for back- tiona! pictures were considered good, 
grounds. unless they plainly set forth some 
T HE Middle Ages were character-ized by love of the symbolical. 
The driest chronicler of the time 
seems incapable of writing without 
adornment. Instead of writing that 
something happened in March, he 
writes that it happened "when the 
spring had driven the leaden clouds 
of winter from the sky." Faithful to 
their milieu, the artists crowded their 
pictures with symbols, until they are 
hardly comprehensible to a modern. 
Colors mean something: blue stands 
for fidelity, red for ardor, etc. Ec-
clesiastical symbols are used to iden-
tify persons in the pictures: a jar of 
ointment labels Magdalene; a lily in 
the hand of Mary signifies her purity. 
The artists invented some of their 
own: local flowers, like the colum-
bine and the iris, as well as costly 
cloths and draperies, signify the trib-
ute of the land to the Madonna. The 
Babe of Bethlehem is usually mis-
shapen and prematurely developed, 
because even in infancy it was the 
Man of Sorrow and the Mighty God. 
What seems utterly incongruous 
proves to be just another symbol: 
thus, a fly will be painted on Mary's 
robe-to indicate the genuine human-
ity of the whole situation. Saints 
theological truth. If Thomas Acqui-
nas propounded four cardinal vir-
tues, Van Eyck must present them 
concretely by the members of the 
class which semed to possess them: 
Justice, by judges; valor, by knights; 
temperance, by monks; prudence, by 
pilgrims. Always the pictures taught 
lessons or told stories. 
The grotesque superstitions of 
the Middle Ages found a master-ex-
ponent in Jerome Bosch. His night-
marish representations of sins and 
evils were either the product of ex-
treme fear or of bitter satire. In his 
painting, The Way to Calvary, Christ 
closes His eyes not to behold the ut-
ter corruption of the mob around 
Him. The penitent malefactor is dis-
gusted at the ministration of a crazy 
monk; Veronica carries away her 
cloth with the image of the Savior 
with the self-satisfaction of a success-
ful autograph-collector; and the im-
penitent malefactor snarls back at his 
jeering tormentors. Only the God-
man has beauty and serenity; all hu-
man beings show corruption. 
It is no wonder, then, that the 
works of the Flemish master are neg-
lected. Even their accurate and pene-
trating portraiture, their brilliant col-
oring, their unexcelled craftsmanship, 
--- ,.-....---~---
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their three-dimensional .perspective, 
and their homely honesty and de-
voutness have not saved them. They 
are too complex and unintelligible 
unless some commentary is provided 
to explain them. 
Precisely this commentary Mr. Van 
der Elst supplies with thoroughness 
and in detail. One hundred and sev-
en full-page plates, sixteen of them 
in color, present adequate examples. 
After an historical introduction on 
the land and people of the artists, he 
treats nine of the artists in detail by 
giving short biographies and thor-
ough explanations of typical speci-
mens of their works. He treats his 
whole subject with a sympathy and 
an enthusiasm · which most Protes-
tants will not share; but which cer-
tainly add to the excellence of his 
book. 
From the reading of this excellent 
book you will derive a deeper appre-
ciation of the high intelligence of 
Van Eyck, the bumbling skill of Pe-
trus Christus, the delicate tenderness 
of David Gerard, the plastic excel-
lence of Roger van der Weyden, the 
robust realism of Dirck Bouts, the 
vague skill of Hans Memling, the 
gruesome satire of Jerome Bosch, and 
the healthy humanness of Pieter 
Breughel. F. L. MILLER 
War Novel 
THE BATTLE WITHIN. By Philip 
Gibbs. Doubleday, Doran and Com-
pany, Inc., Garden City, New York. 
1945. 234 pages. $2.50. 
W HILE Britain's Eighth Army was fighting in Tunisia, and 
its army of wo~kers was fighting on 
the home front in factories and hos-
pitals, personal conflicts were being 
waged within many hearts and minds. 
Philip Gibbs has recorded several ex-
amples of these struggles in his latest 
novel. Principal character of conflict 
was Pearl Haddon, who was engaged 
to a German before hostilities broke 
out. She had promised to wait for 
Karl when he returned to his home-
land. A distant American cousin 
wanted to marry her. In view of the 
atrocities· they had committed, what 
should she believe about Germans? 
If she decided to marry Edward, 
should she wait, or should she grab 
for what happiness she might find be-
fore he was sent into combat? 
On the other side of the channel 
Karl was having his conflicts, too. He 
did not believe fanatically with his 
fellow pilots. He yearned to get out 
of the war and to remrn to Pearl. In 
one of his raids over England his 
plane crashed, and he walked into 
Pearl's life again. 
Other people's inward battles are 
woven into this tapestry of thought 
and emotion. Pearl's brother Peter 
discovered on orie furlough that he 
loved his best friend's wife, a child-
hood chum. Marjorie loved Peter, 
too, but she also felt affection and 
responsibility toward the father of 
her children. Vicar Marlow found it 
impossible to reconcile his objections 
to war with the stand his church 
took on the bombing of German 
cities. Myra Lehmann, Austrian refu-
gee, had just about lost her battle 
when she tried to drown herself. 
Quentin Fellows returned home 
blind but determined to fight self-
pity and to make a success of himself. 
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Dr. and Mrs. Haddon, so courageous 
and cheerful to their neighbors, had 
their moments of pain, fear, and un-
certainty. 
The lives of the villagers of Ash-
leigh Heath are skillfully blended in-
to a thought-provoking novel. 
JESSIE SwANSON 
A Great Movement 
TELL THE PEOPLE. By Pearl S. 
Buck. The John Day Co., New 
York. 1945. 84 pages. $1.50. 
Cl OMETHING big and worthwhile has 
\.."J been going on in China during 
the past quarter century. We thank 
Pearl Buck for bringing us within 
the scope of these few pages not only 
the plan, but also the splendid spirit 
of it. T ell the People is an account 
of several interviews with James Yen 
in which he describes the Mass Edu-
cation Movement and its system for 
quickly and effectively educating hun-
dreds of thousands of Chinese in the 
past few years. James Yen, an aris-
tocratic scholar by birth, came to 
know the common people of China 
during World War I. Ever since he 
has dedicated his life to helping them 
solve their four great basic needs: 
education, economic security, public 
health and self-government. A great 
part of the Movement's amazing suc-
cess undoubtedly lies in James Yen 
who was able to transmit his own vi-
sion and courage to his colleagues 
and call forth their own noble and 
selfless service often at great personal 
sacrifice. 
Tell the People is the offer of 
the Mass Education Movement to a 
world in which three fourths of its 
population are still confronted with 
illiteracy, poverty, disease and mis-
government. James Yen follows Dr. 
Frank Laubach's plan of "every one 
teach one" to some extent. But where 
Dr. Laubach confines himself to read-
ing only, the Mass Education Move-
ment immediately applies literacy to 
the problem of reconstructing the 
other basic needs of • humanity with 
which it is so closely related. One has 
only to contrast the democratic pro-
cedures of "self-help" at Tinghsien, 
which was the control unit in Yen's 
experiment, with our present prac-
tice of governmental control to re-
alize how far we have drifted from 
our original ideals. 
Since the people who would profit 
most by the Mass Education Move-
ment are also a part of Christianity's 
vast mission field, we commend its 
careful study to our missionaries and 
future missionaries, particularly in 
China where this program will be 
put into nation-wide effect as soon 
as the war ends. 
It is only when Pearl Buck offers 
this as a plan for permanent peace 
that we believe she goes too far. As 
a plan of education it is splendid. As 
a plan for peace, it must fail, for it 
deals only with the body and the 
mind and ignores the soul. It does 
not take into account that vital neces-
sity of spiritual regeneration in the 
Bible sense without which all human 
relationships must fail. But if our 
missionaries will supplement the 
preaching of the Gospel with the 
Mass Education Movement's tech-
niques as they deal with the whole 
rna~, body and soul, they will per-
form an inestimable service to each 
'·------~----------~ 
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individual whom they serve and to 
humanity as a whole. 
This book is being issued in a 25· 
cent pamphlet by the Institute of Pa-
cific Relations for use by the Mass 
Education Movement. The bound 
volume reviewed appears only in a 
limited edition. We believe Pearl 
Buck has done every thoughtful 
American and world citizen a distinct 
service in bringing James Yen and his 
work in China to the attention of a 
world that so greatly needs the noble 
service he has done his own country-
men. 
Superb Volume 
YOUNG BESS. By Margaret Irwin. 
Harcourt, Brace and Co., New 
York. 1945. 274 pages. $2.50. 
W E read a proverb somewhere to this effect: "Woe to that 
country over which a child rules." 
Margaret Irwin portrays a chapter in 
English history that amply illustrates 
that truth. Henry VIII really compli-
cated the succession to the throne by 
his many marriages, and there were 
plenty of unscrupulous nobles to util-
ize this tangle in trying to achieve 
their own advantage as royal protec-
tors in fact and aspiration. These in-
trigues provide an exciting back-
ground for the adolescent years of 
young Bess, daughter of Nan Bullen, 
who had not quite become Queen 
Elizabeth as the story ended. We 
rather wish the author had carried 
her effort that far since, to our mind, 
Young Bess closes on an unfinished 
note. 
Nevertheless Margaret Irwin, who 
has made historical novels her forte, 
has produced a superb volume. Across 
the pages of Young Bess stride many 
bold and fascinating figures whose 
lives and doings kept English society 
in the 16th Century in constant tur-
moil. The author has the fine gift of 
using historical facts without distort-
ing them. Only in one place we won-
der whether the author wasn't writ-
ing with an eye to the present rather 
than the past, when she injects an 
unnecessary conversation to indicate 
that the militarism, the racial superi-
ority and purity practices of Nazism 
were already in full force among the 
Germans of the 16th Century. 
Young Bess shows an intimate 
knowledge, not only of the general 
history that provides the plot, but 
also of many minor descriptive de-
tails which set the characters in an 
authentic setting and bespeak much 
assiduous research on the part of 
the author. The book has the com-
mon, but nevertheless indefensible, 
fault of frequent careless use of the 
name of God. Young Bess was chosen 
as the Literary Guild selection for 
April. The jacket, featuring the coat 
of arms and signature of Queen 
Elizabeth, was designed by Miss Ir-
win's husband, J. R. Monsell. 
First Novel 
AN ITALIAN TRAGEDY. By Nic-
ola V. Curinga. Liveright Publish-
ing Corporation, New York. 1945. 
310 pages. $2.50. 
I N this novel, his first, Curinga measures by the standards of 
Western Enlightenment the supersti-
tious life of a Calabrian hill village. 
Giacomo Cervo, a middle-aged man, 
I 
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returns from four years in America to 
try to redeem his wife, son, and 
daughter from poverty and ignor-
ance. With careful detail the author 
presents the superstitions, the social 
taboos, the unsanitary conditions, the 
hardships, the hate and petty vio-
lence that enslave the Calabrian peas-
ants. 
But can Calabrian life be effective-
ly known by means of this approach? 
A great novel would show us the life 
as the Calabrians themselves see it. 
This Gorki does for his unfortunate 
slum-dwellers in The Lower Depths 
and Dostoevski in Crime and Punish-
ment. Similarly, it is this internal 
point of view that distinguishes many 
of the stories of a minor writer, Er-
skine Caldwell, when he studies back-
ward types in the South. Curinga's 
novel reads with the unreality of a 
"case history." The characters seem 
invented to illustrate points. What 
hopes and faiths have enabled Cala-
brian peasants to persist under such 
conditions? What knowledge of evil, 
what disappointments have caused 
them to keep their superstitions and 
taboos? 
In spite of the central inadequacy 
of the story, the book is useful and 
interesting in its plentiful offering of 
external details. We are given an ac-
curate picture of the peasant homes, 
blackened by smoking fires and pe-
troleum lamps, and made noisome by 
rats, bugs, and the stalls of the do-
mestic animals. We see the social 
snobbery, the hard bargaining among 
the poor in their very acts of friend-
liness. We see the abuses of the 
Church, the inadequacy of the civil 
authority, the lack of regard for hu-
man affection. The daily tasks in 
the house and in the field are ex-
plained. There is a typical carnival, 
a betrothal, and a wedding; and 
there are glimpses into the activities 
of the Black Hand. Many wise folk-
sayings are quoted by the old grand· 
mother, and the author frequently 
stops to explain certain Italian words. 
In its exposition the book is of con-
siderable value. These details interest 
the reader more than the rather neb-
ulous love story of Giacomo's young 
daughter Marietta and Leonardo, an 
unwed mother's courageous son, or 
the adolescent adventures of Gia-
como's son Natale. 
Text-book 
THE FUNDAMENTALS OF PHYS-
ICS AND THEIR APPLICA-
TIONS IN MODERN LIFE. By 
Bowen C. Dees, Ph.D. The Blakis-
ton Company, Philadelphia. 1945. 
486 pages. ~.6g. 
A LTHOUGH this volume from the New Home Library is easily 
worth its modest price, it is not a pop-
ular book that just anyone can pick 
up to read for a few nights and then 
emerge with a knowledge of physics. 
The best and worst features of the 
book are, paradoxically, the same. 
It is extremely comprehensive in sub-
ject matter. However, the claim on 
the jacket that it contains "a full ex-
planation of the basic concepts of 
length, mass, time, speed, velocity, 
force, gravitation, energy, mechanics, 
heat, sound, music, light, color, elec-
tricity, magnetism, electronics, quan-
~um theory, relativity, etc." is mislead-
ing. Dr. Dees, Professor of Physics at 
'-~-~----
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Mississippi College, uses twenty-seven 
pages on b~anced forces and simple 
machines; yet he needs but two to 
explain the quantum theory. Ein-
stein's theory of relativity likewise re-
quires two pages. The discussion of 
radar takes less than a page. The 
phenomenon of radio-activity is dis-
posed of in less than forty lines of 
type. More space than this is used 
to explain the micrometer, and twice 
as much is devoted to the thermom-
eter. Some of the highly technical 
and extremely complicated items 
might just as well have been omitted 
as to have been glossed over so light-
ly. 
The book is accurate in its infor-
mation, as far as we can discover. It 
is very well written as a college text-
book; perhaps it is even more con-
cise. Even so, the' dearth of equations 
and the complete absence of prob-
lems make its classroom adoption un-
likely. As a supplementary text or 
as a reference book for someone who 
once upon a time knew a little phys-
ics, the book is fine. 
JESSIE SWANSON 
North of the Border 
CANADA AND THE FIGHT FOR 
FREEDOM. By the Right Hon-
orable W. L. Mackenzie King, M. 
P. Duell, Sloan and Pearce. 1944. 
326 pages. $3.50. 
T HIS fifth published work of Cana-dian Prime Minister and leader 
of the Dominion's Liberal party for 
the past quarter century contains a 
selection of speeches delivered be-
tween September 1941 and May 1944 
before various audiences in Canada, 
Great Britain and the United States. 
A number of them are speeches 
broadcast to the Canadian people to 
present various phases of the war 
effort. The dominant theme in the 
majority of these speeches is the gov-
ernment's policy of compulsory mil-
itary conscription for overseas service 
-a question which caused consider-
able bitterness during World War I 
and which became the focal point of 
opposition also in this conflict, more 
among the political parties than 
among the Canadian people them-
selves, if these speeches are an ac-
curate reflection of popular opinion. 
This collection of Mr. Mackenzie 
King's public utterances effectively 
mirror the progress of a nation in 
this global conflict with each succeed-
ing step of government control as the 
war increased in scope and bitter-
ness. 
Canada's Prime Minister takes his 
place as an eminent public servant 
in Canada and a statesman of world 
stature. His speeches display a wide 
grasp of. national and international 
affairs, an accurate sense of public 
opinion, and a pleasing facility of 
apt expression. Notable individual 
speeches in this reviewer's opinion, 
were "Labor and the War," an ad-
dress to the American Federation of 
Labor 1942 Convention at Toronto, 
"Temperance and a Total War Ef-
fort," a CBC broadcast from Ottawa, 
1942, and "The Battle Against In-
flation," also a CBC broadcast in 
1943. Two fine introductions by Eric 
Estorick and B. K. Sandwell, review 
the political history of Canada and 
of the Prime Minister himself and 
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ground for an appreciation of these 
collected speeches in their proper 
setting. 
Puzzling History 
PURITA NISM AND DEMOCRACY. 
By Ralph Barton Perry. The Van-
guard Press. New York. 1944. 688 
pages. $5.oo. 
T
HIS is a difficult volume to ex-
plain; and it is even more dif-
ficult to evaluate or to criticize from 
sociological or philosophical view-
points. Professor Perry, well-known 
teacher of philosophy at H arvard, 
attempts to explain that which we 
so glibly call "the American way of 
life" in terms of the backgrounds of 
this life. He concludes that the pur-
itan movement in religion and the 
democratic philosophy of political 
science are the two outstanding con-
tributors to present day Americanism. 
Not only, however, does he show 
how these two factors have worked 
both together and at variance in pro-
ducing our "Christian democracy." 
He also traces the beginnings of each, 
explains the minute details which 
make each distinctive in its own 
realm, and finally appraises the two. 
All these things attempted by the 
writer are important. As he writes : 
The chief source of spiritual nourish-
ment for any nation must be its own 
past, perpetually rediscovered and re-
newed. A nation which negates its tra-
dition loses its historic identity and wan-
tonly destroys its chief source of spiritual 
vitality; a nation which merely reaffirms 
its tradition grows stagnant and corrupt. 
... '!;here is a third way-the way, 
namely, of discriminating and forward-
looking fidelity. 
However, while we do need to re-
examine our past in order better to 
prepare ourselves to face the future, 
the great mass of detailed informa-
tion contained in the book, much of 
which information is very technical, 
will tend to baffle and to discourage 
the average reader. The trained phi-
losopher and historian and the min-
ister of the Gospel will be almost the 
only ones who find themselves pre-
pared actually to gain a deep and true 
and comprehensive understanding of 
the writing. 
The theologian will be interested 
to note the wide definition placed on 
the word "Puritanism" under which 
term the author includes such dif-
ferent bodies as the Lutherans, the 
Anabaptists, the Presbyterians, all the 
Reformed churches, and the Quakers. 
The theologian will also be inter-
ested in some of Professor Perry's ap-
praisals which, at the least, are ex-
tremely unbiased and fair if perhaps 
not wholly true. On the credit side 
of the religious movement, the phi-
losopher writes: 
He who would reject these ideas [of 
the Puritans] must be prepared to ac-
cept in some degree one or more of their 
opposites: a frivolous disregard of mor.al 
questions . .. ; a blurring of moral dis-
tinctions, and a lack of principle . .. ; 
self-indulgence, infirmity of will, cor-
ruptibility, lack of self discipline . .. ; a 
cynical admission of failure and acqui-
escence in the meaninglessness of life. 
However, 
. .. there are certain ingredients in 
which the puritan mixture is deficient, 
or which it lacks altogether .... The 
puritan saw a limited truth, and what 
he saw was distorted because of what he 
failed to see. This distorted puritanism 
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consists of a narrow preoccupation with 
morality .. . ; a pharisaical emphasis on 
the letter of the rule at the expense of 
its spirit; evil imagination, prudishness, 
and canting humility . . . ; a morbid 
habit of introspection; censoriousness; 
hardness, intolerance, and an aversion to 
joy, especially the joy of other peo-
ple ... 
And his criticism of democracy is 
likewise Janus-headed. He pulls no 
punches in these discussions either. 
The book is as simply written as its 
subject matter allows. It is good 
browsing for anyone; for the special-
ist in American civilization it repre-
sents a weighty contribution to the 
literature of that field. If nothing 
else, it rectifies some serious errors we 
have committed, in the past, in our 
thinking about and judgment of 
these two vital forces. 
Lonely Voice 
BOLTS OF MELODY: New Poems 
of Emily Dickinson. Edited by 
Mabel Loomis Todd and Millicent 
Todd Bingham. Harper and Broth-
ers, New York. 1945. 333 pages. 
$3.00. 
Their names, unless you know them, 
'Twere useless tell; 
Of bumblebees and other nations 
The grass is full. 
N ATIONs-of exciting friends, pom-pous victims, curious and poig-
nant thoughts-Emily Dickinson dis-
covered in the village of Amherst 
and in her eventual seclusion in her 
father's house. Bearing further wit-
ness to her alertness comes this group 
of over six hundred poems, pub-
lished now for the first time since 
her death, sixty years ago. Jotted on 
the insides of envelopes, backs of 
advertisements, grocers' brown bags, 
and small scraps, they lay during 
these years in a wooden box while 
family dissensions and lack of oppor-
tunities for proper editing postponed 
their publication. 
All of these brief poems are inter-
esting, and several of them equal 
the best of her previously-published 
work. Some of her most remarkable 
triumphs have been as an imagist; 
in this volume are some startling 
stanzas on autumn: 
The name of it is autumn, 
The hue of it is blood, 
An artery upon the hill , 
A vein along the road, 
Great globules in the alleys, 
And, oh, the shower of stain 
When winds upset the basin 
And spill the scarlet rain! 
The accuracy of her observation 
gives her brief quatrains firmness; 
she lists the details of a flower's re-
sponsibility toward nature: 
To pack the bud, oppose the worm, 
Obtain its r ight of dew, 
Adjust the heat, elude the wind, 
Escape the prowling bee ... 
What is probably her chief power 
as a poet arises from this accuracy; 
it is her ability to effect "that per-
petual slight alteration of language, 
words perpetually juxtaposed in new 
and sudden combinations, meanings 
p e r p e t u a II y eingeschachtelt into 
meaning, which evidences a very 
high development of the senses," of 
which T. S. Eliot wrote in 1920 in 
an essay on an Elizabethan dramatist, 
and which many contemporary poets 
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have particularly sought to achieve. 
She writes of the flying sparrow that 
he "rode immensity"; of two waltzing 
butterflies that they lost themselves 
in "eddies of the sun j Till rapture 
missed her footing/ And both were 
wrecked in noon." Death is the 
"white exploit"; a charming example 
is the title given this volume, "bolts 
of melody." Often this juxtaposition 
involves syntactical violence, at the 
prospect of which, like the Elizabeth-
ans, she does not hesitate; thus she 
writes of "death's immediately." 
The present editor, Mrs. Bingham. 
daughter of Mrs. Todd, Emily Dick-
inson's first editor, has agreed with 
the practice of her predecessors in 
arranging the poems in classes ac-
cording to their subject matter. In 
addition, she has attempted to ascer-
tain the general period of composi-
tion and to arrange the poems within 
the classes upon this basis. Recent 
scholars believe that the full sig-
nificance of these short poems can be 
perceived only if they are read in 
terms of the interrelations which they 
had in Emily's mind. Apparently Mrs. 
Bingham has observed e x t r e m e 
scholarly precaution in her work. 
However, since she found many of 
the poems in an inconclusive state, 
with lists of variants for one or more 
of their words or lines, and chose to 
select from among these the one 
which seemed best, instead of print-
ing all of the variants, readers can-
not be sure without recourse to the 
manuscripts that these poems are in 
their optimum state. For a few Mrs. 
Bingham has supplied a facsimile of 
the manuscript, and in one at least 
of these it would seem that a different 
choice from among Emily's words 
would have produced a more effective 
poem: 
A friend too straight to stoop, 
Too subtle to be seen; 
"Come unto me," accomplished how, 
With firmaments between? 
The slight pun in "accomplished" 
is entirely in keeping with Emily's 
style, and "subtle," with its fourth s, 
does not offend, as the editor seems 
to have feared when she chose a flat 
word. Readers are left wondering if 
all the other choices were the wisest. 
A BRIEF GLANCE A1 RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
THE WILD HORSE 
OF THE WEST 
By Walker D. Wyman, illustrated 
by Harold Bryant. The Caxton 
Printers, Ltd., Caldwell, Idaho, 
1945· 348 pages. $3·50. 
P ARTICULARLY the lover of horses and of stories about horses (a la 
My Friend Flicka, and Thunde!·-
head), and all romanticists generally, 
will en joy this expository and re-
search-authenticated study of the 
dean of mammals, the feral or wild 
horse. Only the briefest mention is 
made of things fanciful. Instead, we 
discover in these pages how the mod-
ern horse was introduced into Amer-
ica by the early colonists. Later, we 
see how, through escape or by Indian 
thievery, the horse of the Spanish 
conquistadores became widely dis-
tributed over the trans-Mississippi 
West. And finally, we learn how the 
horse by breeding with the estrays 
from emigran·ts, ranchers, and min-
ers, and by roaming in great herds 
over the uninhabited plains, became 
part-an essential part-of the legen-
dary inheritance of the West. AI-
ways this natural history is well sub-
stantiated. 
Mr. '1\Tyman wisely refrains from 
being merely prosy and academic in 
this discussion of his special segment 
of Americana, but I wish his work 
had been enlivened by more illus-
trative anecdotes and tales about, 
e.g., the stallion and the mustang. For 
the romantic quotient in all readers 
does respect scholarship and patient 
research; yet it necessarily yearns, in 
our workaday world, for as much 
legitimate color and charm as is 
attainable in a book whose general-
ized hero is the wild horse of the 
West. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
FIGHTERS UP 
By Eric Friedheim and Samuel W. 
Taylor. Edited by Arthur Gordon. 
MaCrae-Smith Company, Philadel-
phia. 1945. 275 pages. $2.50. 
H ERE is another "war book" whirh no one will want to make a part 
of his permanent library. Written by 
Captain Friedheim, former military 
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Sergeant Taylor, a magazine writer, 
this rather drab chronicle of the ex-
ploits of our fighter pilots in the 
ETO was edited by Major Arthur 
Gordon, curre.ntly editorial director 
of AIR FORCE magazine. 
Perhaps there are too many tech-
nical terms in the book; a layman 
probably would have presented the 
material in a more interesting fash-
ion. Perhaps the constant factors in 
the variOus missions of the fighters 
make for monotonous reading; the 
planes take off; they meet with flak 
and enemy fighters; some come back. 
Perhaps it is impossible to portray 
modern mechanized warfare as in-
terestingly and as glamorously as 
authors have done in the past when 
men and not machines won wars. 
Fighters Up lacks those character-
istics which could give it a place 
among the classics which have been 
written in this war. 
KEEP YOUR HEAD DOWN 
By Walter Bernstein. The Viking 
Press, New York. 1945. 213 pages. 
$2.00. 
E XCLUSIVE of See Here, Private Har-grove, Keep Your Head Down is 
the first war story we have read with 
sustained interest. 
Sergeant Bernstein has given us a 
detailed account of his activities in 
the Army beginning in April, 1941, 
and continuing to May of 1944. His 
description is so casual and yet so 
realistic that we almost participate 
in his experiences. We sympathize 
with the apologetic draft board of-
ficial; the dust of Fort Benning rises 
in our nostrils; our knees become 
weak as we prepare to jump with 
the ai'rborne troops; the meretricious 
juke joint in Alabama fails to impress 
us; we pity rather than laugh at the 
drunk who spends the night in the 
guard house with us; we are relieved 
when the light on the horizon be-
comes a Liberty ship; the slowness 
of the Italian campaign irritates us. 
Bernstein becomes tedious only when 
he describes his walk through Yugo-
slavia with the Partisans. 
Bernstein's soldiers are real; in 
reading the book you will undoubt-
edly meet your neighbor's boy. He 
portrays warfare as it is-mean and 
distasteful. The Prologue and the 
epilogue are two classics. The fact 
that much of Keep Your Head Down 
appeared in the New Yorker will 
recommend it to many readers. 
A WOMAN IN SUNSIDNE 
By Frank Swinnerton. Doubleday, 
Doran & Co., Inc., New York. 1945. 
344 pages. $2.75. 
T HE heroine of this long, dull, and wordy drama of domesticity is, we 
are told, "that rare combination-
a good woman who is also an exciting 
one." That isn't all. Letitia is "a 
good, yet glamorous lady who is 
rudely caught up in a conflux of 
turbulent family problems. In the 
depths of her remarkable personality 
she finds unexpected strength and 
wisdom to cope with the sudden 
crises that threaten to overwhelm 
her." 
Not even the facile pen of Frank 
Swinnerton can breathe a spark of 
life into this preposterous clay figure. 
Too heavily plotted and too ob-
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viously contrivtd, A Woman in Sun-
shine falls far short of the excellent 
quality of Mr. Swinnerton's earlier 
novels. 
EUROPE NOW 
A First-hand Report. By H. V. 
Kaltenborn. Didier, New York. 
1945. 187 pages. $2.50. 
A FEW months ago H. V. Kalten-born made a trip to war-torn Eu-
rope to observe at first hand some 
of the earth-shaking events that were 
taking place. He has recounted many 
of his observations and experiences 
in a chatty manner in Europe Now. 
The be~ok deals with his airplane 
trips to and from the scenes of action 
and with conditions in North Africa, 
in Italy, in France, in Belgium, in 
Holland, in Germany, and in Eng-
land. It is particularly h"elpful to read 
Mr. Kaltenborn's straight-forward 
statements regarding the tactics of 
the Communists and the dangers 
which threaten Europe as a result of 
their clever machinations. The sixty-
three-year-old dean of American radio 
commentators pays a glowing tribute 
to the fighting men who have finally 
succeeded in bringing Nazi Germany 
to her knees; he speaks wisely about 
many of the perplexing problems 
which must be solved satisfactorily 
before there can be genuine peace, 
prosperity, and happiness throughout 
the world. 
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THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
D URING the same week in which a humbly grateful na-
tion celebrated V-E Day motion-
picture theaters throughout the 
United States exhibited Army Sig-
nal Corps films depicting the un-
speakably horrible co n d i t i o n s 
which existed in German prisons, 
concentration camps, and hos-
pitals. It seems to me that no bet-
ter time could have been chosen 
for the release of these graphic 
factual records of moral depravity 
and sheer bestiality. Nordhausen, 
Buchenwald, Dachau, and the 
many other Nazi institutions of 
death constitute a flaming, never-
to-be-forgotten indictment of the 
Nazi ideology. This is the igno-
minious end of the march of con-
quest of the self-styled Herren-
volk. Here we see the atrocities 
and the abnegation of kindness 
and decency which wellnigh trans-
formed the land that cradled the 
Reformation into a funeral pyre 
for everything the Reformation 
symbolized. It is almost unbear-
able to sit quietly in a comfort-
able theater when one realizes that 
this black chapter in human his-
tory was written just yesterday-
not by barbarians but by a people 
which h a d achieved extraor-
dinary success in the arts and sci-
ences. Inevitably we feel pity, 
horror, and fierce anger. That is 
not enough. More than anything 
else these pictures should awaken 
or intensify in each of us a feel-
ing of awareness and personal re-
sponsibility. They should remain 
in our memories as a grim warn-
ing against any creed or any social 
or political plan which is built 
on injustice, intolerance, hatred, 
or aggression. It is extremely dan-
gerous to imagine with smug con-
fidence that "it can't happen 
here." It is far better to decide 
with unshakable determination 
that, please God, it shall not hap-
pen here. 
When Adolf Hitler and his fel-
low-conspirators set out to con-
quer Germany, they inaugurated 
'------------------~ 
-
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a special program for the Ger-
man youth. Deliberately, cleverly, 
and scientifically they subverted 
German children to the debasing 
creed of Nazism. Tomorrow the 
World (United Artists, Leslie 
Fenton) presents an engrossing 
study of the problems that arose 
when one Nazi-indoctrinated 
fledgling was transported from the 
doomed Third Reich into a Mid-
western university town in the 
United States. There are exagger-
ations and weakness in the James 
Gow-Armand D'Usseau play To-
morrow the World . These have 
been carried over into the film. 
Nevertheless, the picture is worth 
seeing. The direction is excellent, 
and the acting of the fine cast is 
exceptionally good. The contrast 
between the destructive force of 
tyranny and the constructive force 
of democracy is clearly indicated. 
Guest in the House (United 
Artists) provides a suitable com-
panion piece for Tomorrow the 
World. In this instance it is a 
ten-year-old, emotionally twisted, 
and physically ill girl who brings 
unhappiness and disaster to an 
unsuspecting family. Guest in the 
House has been adapted for the 
screen from a play written in 1942 
by Hagar Wilde and Dale Eun-
son. In spite of its dark and de-
pressing theme it is a better-than-
average picture. 
Hotel Berlin (Warners, Raoul 
Walsh) follows the familiar pat-
tern Vicki Baum used so success-
fully in Grand Hotel. This time 
the action is set against a back-
ground of war, and the characters 
are designed to represent the 
clashing forces which are at work 
openly and underground in bomb-
shattered Berlin. In spite of a top-
flight cast and a realistic back-
ground Hotel Berlin is just an-
other war picture. 
Objective Burma (Warners, 
Raoul Walsh) is Errol Flynn's 
latest contribution to the war ef-
fort. After winning the battle in 
Europe Superman Flynn now 
turns his attention to the war in 
the east. Some of the jungle scenes 
in Objective Burma are painfully 
and convincingly realistic; other-
wise the picture is completely 
phony. It is easy to understand 
why one G.I. veteran wrote to 
Time magazine to protest against 
this and other equally absurd 
films. 
I'll Be Seeing You (United Art-
ists, William Dieterle) touches 
upon a delicate and serious 
theme: the return of the wounded 
and shell-shocked war veteran to 
civil life. I suppose-! should say 
I fear-that we shall have an ava-
lanche of pictures dealing with 
the neuroses brought on by battle 
fatigue. This is not a theme from 
which Hollywood should even at-
tempt to wring entertainment val-
I 
I 
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ue. If producers are willing to 
state the case simply, honestly, 
and constructively, well and g~od; 
otherwise any film using this 
theme will be nothing more nor 
less than a shameless exploitation 
of suffering and heroism. I'll Be 
Seeing You solves no problems; 
but, by and large, it is told with 
warmth and understanding. Jo-
seph Cotton, as the soldier, gives 
one of the best performances of 
his career, and Ginger Rogers 
plays the girl with intelligence 
and restraint. 
National Velvet (M-G-M) of-
fers a welcome change from war 
pictures. Translated to the screen 
from Enid Bagnold's novel, this is 
a tender and poignant story of 
children and horses. The action 
may seem a bit preposterous at 
times; but the film has an abun-
dance of charm and a fair share 
of pathos and excitement. The 
youngsters will enjoy it, and so 
will you. 
A Song to Remember (Colum-
bia, Charles Vidor) is a colorful 
and entertaining release. A techni-
color film, it displays some of the 
screen's brightest luminaries, and 
its value is further enhanced by 
the fine piano-playing of Jose Itur-
bi. But it is not the biography of 
the famous Polish composer Fred-
eric Chopin. Space will not per-
mit a point-by-point refutation of 
the nonsense palmed off as factual 
on unsuspecting movie-goers. Suf-
fice it to say that this romantic 
hodgepodge is a total misrepre-
sentation of the conduct and the 
character of the great Pole. 
Back in the 18go's Oscar Wilde 
wrote a fantastic tale of a man 
and his portrait. The man, Dori-
an Gray, went his profligate way, 
remaining physically young and 
untouched by debauchery. His 
portrait, however, recorded the 
gradual degeneration of Dorian's 
mind and body. It has been said 
that Mr. Wilde intended his novel 
as a fable depicting the conflict 
between ethics and aesthetics. If 
this is true, The Picture of Dorian 
Gray (M-G-M, Albert Lewin) 
fails to capture the essence of Mr. 
Wilde's book. Some of the acting 
is good, and the costumes and the 
period settings have been recon-
structed with great care. If you 
are inquisitive enough to want to 
see this picture, do not take the 
children. Mr. Wilde's dialogue 
has been tailored to Hays-office 
dimensions, it is true; but it still 
smells. 
This reviewer found The Three 
Caballeros (RKO-Radio, Walt 
Disney) decidedly disappointing. 
Mr. Disney is unexcelled in a field 
which owes much to his skill and 
initiative, and we have come to 
expect technical perfection in Dis-
ney releases. The Three Cabal-
leros bears the unmistakable 
-
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stamp of Disney, and some of the 
character creations are irrestible 
The story, however, is ridiculous 
and in execrable taste. 
The thrillers are still with us. 
They should all be labeled For 
Adults Only. The Suspect (Uni-
versal) is the suspense-filled story 
of a mild-mannered business man 
who commits two murders. This 
character is portrayed so sympa-
thetically by Charles Laughton 
that, illogical and reprehensible 
as it may seem, he makes a strong 
bid for audience favor. 
The Ministry of Fear (Para-
mount, Fritz Lang) is adapted 
from Graham Greene's spy story 
of Nazi intrigue and infiltration. 
The Thin Man Goes Home 
(M-G-M) inaugurates a revival of 
the popular Thin Man series of a 
few seasons ago. The plot is a 
thin as Myrna Loy is in the pic" 
ture. For all of me the Thin Man 
can stay home. 
Chapel in Italy 
No carved, no gold-tipped spires mark your place 
Of worship in that strange and distant clime; 
Its architect was God. That rock-hewn church 
Defies the blunderings of man-the tests of time. 
Behind green valleys, snow-capped mountains stand 
Majestic symbols of far greater skill. 
God spoke and mountains, seas and land 
Took shape and stayed within the bound'ries of His will. 
0 little man, while cannons' thunder roll 
Flee to the Rock and let God fortify your soul. 




The "common man" 
Is praised each day. 
We have built, 
We will say 
What must be done 
For peaceful land. 
Ours the strength, 
Ours the hand 
Of power and might 
That guides and leads. 
What fools! For work 




But seek and strive 
And never gain, 
For man is weak 
And poor and vain. 
"Be not deceived-
God is not mocked." 
His is the victory. 
Doors are locked 
He does not free. 
Into His hand 
We thus commend 
Our fatherland. 
69 
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I see a poem in everything: 
In a shattered flower; a butterfly wing; 
A mouldering stump-a rug of moss; 
A cob web's sheen of dewy gloss; 
A faded carpet of last year's leaves; 
A pattern of shadow a tree branch weaves: 
The red bud blaze on a dogwood drop; 
The pale blue haze where skylines stop; 
The cool embrace of a shadowy nook 
But some get their poems out of a book. 
-GEORGE RossMAN 




Racism in America 
Sir: 
In a recent issue of THE CRESSET 
you had an editorial on the action 
of the Hood River American Legion 
against the Japanese-Americans in the 
Hood River Valley in Oregon. Your 
criticism was directed against the 
policy of the American Legion. Ap-
parently you misunderstand who is to 
blame for this intolerance on the part 
of the Hood River American Legion. 
It's the farmers of the Valley, who are 
the economic competitors of the 
Japanese-Americans or Nisei. 
Since this action farmers near Port-
land, in Gresham, formed an anti-
Japanese organization. In Hood 
River a group has organized to pur-
chase all land that is at present owned 
by Nisei. 
Several days ago I was fortunate 
enough to hear the reactions of a 
Nisei college graduate who has re-
turned to Portland from a relocation 
camp. He spoke before several classes 
at the college I am attending. He 
said, "These farmers who have been 
making $10,ooo a year are afraid they 
will make only $8,ooo. They don't 
think of the welfare of the other per-
son." The way he said this made me 
feel more ashamed of these fellow 
Oregonians of mine than I had previ-
ously felt. Unfortunately, there is an 
anti-Japanese resentment throughout 
all the western states where they have 
lived. 
I want to pass on two of the signif-
icant things he said. He believes the 
first requirement for solving the prob-
lem of Japan and of the Japanese in 
America is a spirit of humility on 
our part. I think he's right, but very 
few Americans have this spirit. 
A student with a "holier-than-
thou" attitude asked him about the 
differences between the Japanese reli-
gion and the Christian religion. One 
of the things he said in reply was 
that many people call themselves 
Christians who don't know what it 
means to be a Christian. When he 
said that I thought of all the "Chris-
tian" anti-Japanese Americans and 
of all the "Christian" anti-other-
minorities Americans. If only these 
people could see themselves as others 
see them! If only they could realize 
how un-Christian and selfish they are! 
MARIE WOLFRAM 
Portland, Oregon 
Letter from Germany 
Sir: 
I · received the first issue of my 
new subscription to THE CRESSET a 
few days ago. The editorials in it, and 
the interest shown by others of my 
unit prompted me to write a few con-
gratulatory remarks on the magnif-
I 
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icent job that you are doing on this 
magazine. 
It is with great pride that I for-
ward all Walther League publications 
to others in my Company, and am 
delighted to say that in comparison 
with publications of other denomina-
tions it is highly rated. I am proud 
to have these issues of THE CRESSET 
in my magazine library. 




I have for several months been 
greatly enjoying the reading of THE 
CRESSET. To me it is one of the best 
pieces of religious journalism today 
-unique in its class. 
To say the least, I was deeply 
shocked and hurt to read your para-
graph entitled "Unwanted Gifts" in 
the May issue. I am neither a Baptist 
nor a Methodist, but it seems to me 
that both S.M.U. and Baylor were 
doing the only Christian thing when 
they refused the gifts of the liquor 
interests. 
In saying you believe the refusal 
was ill-advised you appear to imply 
that the traditional stand of the Bap-
tist and Methodist denominations on 
the liquor question is wro,ng, and you 
further charge these worthy groups 
with holding a "non-Biblical piety." 
You furthermore seem to contra-
dict yourself when you say that by 
this action these two bodies seem to 
place "their stamp of approval upon 
every business endeavor from which 
they, directly or indirectly, receive 
contributions." 
Am I to assume from this that your 
denomination would knowingly ac-
cept contributions from individuals 
who let property out for operation as 
houses of prostitution? I hope this is 
wrong, but it seems to me to be a 
"logical conclusion" of your position. 
CHAPLAIN T. H. MAKIN, USNR 
Rising Sun, Md. 
T HE name of Benjamin Bosse deserves to be remembered. It 
is but rarely that a man of his 
stature arises, combining the qual-
under the restrictions imposed by 
the continuing paper shortage. It 
will, accordingly, again be neces-
sary to eliminate one issue in or-
ities of a great 
public leader and 
a humble child of 
God. Our associ-
ate, Dr. W. G. 
Polack, has ren-
dered a real serv-
ice in his engag-
ing pen portrait 
of this "Indiana 
Immortal." Dr. 
Polack is well-
known as an au-
thor, poet, histo-
rian, and theolo-
gian. He is pro-




St. Louis, and is 
president of the 
The 
der to keep with-
in our allotted 
quota. The July 
and August issues 
will therefore be 
combined, and 
will reach our 
subscribers dur-
ing the last week 
of July. · 
Editor's 
Lamp ''"'' 'r'l. 
PROBLEMS 
Guest reviewers 
in this issue in-
clude Herbert H. 
Umbach (Ameri-
can Guerrilla in 
the Philippines 
and The Wild 




Concordia Historical Institute. 
He was honored several years ago 
by Valparaiso University with the 
degree of Doctor of Letters. 
~ 
THE CRESSET is still operating 
Swanson (The Battle Within and 
The Fundamentals of Physics and 
Their Applications in Modern 
Life); and F. L. Miller (The Last 
Flowering of the Middle Ages). 




I. In "Notes and Comment" the editors will continue their 
brief comments on the world of public affairs and mod-
ern thought. 
II. Major orticles during the coming months will include: 
Wit and Humor 
The National Gallery 
A Study of Race Relationships 
Ill. In future issues the editors will review, among many 
others, the following books: 
The Public Debt . . . .. .... . . ...... . . William Withers 
The Ballad and the Source .. . . . .. Rosamond Lehmann 
Up Front .............. . . . . . . . ........ Bill Mauldin 
Full Employment in a Free Society 
. . . . ........... . . . .... .... William H. Beveridge 
Commodore Hornblower . .... . .. ... ... C. S. Forester 
Pleasant Valley ...... .. .. ... . . ... . .. Louis Bromfield 
My Rival, the Sky .... . ... .. . . ......... Margo Kurtz 
Pride's Way . ... . ... . ..... . . .... .... Robert Molloy 
City Development ..... . .... . ....... Lewis Mumford 
The Plot Against the Peace 
.. . .... . ....... Michael Sayers and Albert E. Kahn 
Enrico Caruso, His Life and Death .... . Dorothy Caruso 
The Moral Conquest of Germany .. . .. . . . . Emil Ludwig 

